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PREFACE. 



Three of the sermons printed in this volume 
were written while their author was as yet a 
student in Maynooth College. The remaining 
fourteen were written within the past twelve 
months. And those three, which my dear as- 
sociates in Alma Mater will recognise as old 
acquaintances, will yet be recognised as old 
acquaintances that have undergone a change. 
It is sometimes expected that a writer, on 
making his first appearance before the public, 
should explain why he makes that appearance 
at all. The public right to explanation is all 
the greater if the author happen to be, not 
only unknown to fame, but young in years. 
And, perhaps, seeing the large number of able, 
learned, and eloquent secular priests, who are 
content to preach without publishing sermons, 
there is a special reason why, if he wishes to 
ward off the charge of presumption, the present 
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writer, who has preached but few sermons, 
should now explain why he has published 
any. 

It is, therefore, a matter of great regret to 
the author that at present he cannot offer the 
true explanation. He hopes, however, that 
the sermons themselves will justify their ap- 
pearance before the public. If a book cannot 
do that, then, no matter how dignified its author, 
or how distinguished its imprimatur^ it is only 
right that the book should fail. And if a book 
does that, it is small matter to its readers what 
the motives of its author were in sending it 
upon the world. The present writer would 
be highly gratified by receiving the patronage 
of the public ; but he does not ambition it 
unless it has been fairly deserved. 

From the tone of the foregoing remarks it 
will be obvious, that the present writer pub- 
lishes these sermons, more as literary exercises 
in preaching than as addresses intended to 
excite devotion. They may attain that latter 

m 

end, but that end is not the end for which 
they are primarily designed. Their primary 
design, as printed here, is the production of 
intellectual pleasure. It is hoped that they 
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may confer a moral benefit. The efficacy of 
truth ought to be independent of the man that 
tells it. And in so &r as he knows, the author 
has written in the present volume nothing 
that is not true. 
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SERMONS. 



I. 

QUINQUAGESIMA SUNDAY. 



'' And Jesus questioned the blind man, saying: What wilt 
thou that I do for thee P And the blind man answered, Lord, 
that I may see." 

Much of the Saviour's written history, my Brethren, 
is given not to the great incidents but to the little 
incidents of His life. And, speaking humanly, these 
incidents are oftentimes little enough indeed. But 
the Holy Ghost wrote them all. And because the 
Holy Ghost wrote them all, therefore is their little- 
ness not real but apparent only. They have a hid- 
den strength, to our ways of thinking not naturally 
theirs. They are nothing better than the common- 
place occurrences of Christ's existence, and yet are 
they the things that frequently touch us most. It is 
God's way. What vulgar men would hold unworthy 
of mention, becomes, in the Lord's hands, and under 
the Lord's shaping, a "power unto salvation." 

B 



2 Sermons. 

* 

Now, one such little incident does this day's Gospel 
commemorate. Jesus was travelling toward Jerusa- 
lem to suflFer there. On His way He was followed by 
a vast crowd, drawn around Him, some by God's 
especial grace, some because He was a novelty just 
then. And, behold, as they passed along, a blind 
beggar by the way-side asked one of their number 
what the clamour meant. He was answered that the 
famous young Prophet of Nazareth was going by. 
Inmiediately the beggar shouted for mercy to the 
Son of David. And the Son of David was silent to 
his call. But the crowd were not: they told the 
beggar to hold his peace ; that he must not talk in 
such high company ; that they, not he, must have 
the Lord's attention ; that, in point of fact, he was 
only a blind beggar who had nothing to do with 
mercy save in the matter of small coins. But the 
beggar felt his blindness, and had no notion of letting 
slip his chance of cure. And so, heedless of the mul- 
titude, he kept crying out the more for mercy to the 
Son of David. Nor was his persistence unrewarded. 
The Son of David turned round, and uttered the un- 
failing word, and the blindness fell from the beggar s 
eyes. That is the incident. 

Now, that incident I call both great and little. 
Little I call it, because, in the first place, the Sacred 
Writer gives it little prominence, narrates it, indeed, 
only passingly and by the way ; because, in the 
second place, our Lord himseK does not, seemingly 
at least, attach to it any great importance ; because. 
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in the third place, the healing of one blind man, nay, 
the healing of a thousand such is, in itself, of only 
temporal concern, and of no moment when faced 
with the long eternity which is to come. But, on 
the other hand, this incident is great. Great I call 
it, because, in the fii^t place, the wisdom of the Church 
selects it for our thought to-day ; because, in the se- 
cond place, it so wonderfully glorifies the great mercy 
of Jesus, which did not despise even the beggar of the 
road ; because, in the third place, it brings home to 
my mind a plain lesson very appropriate for our pre- 
sent times. And that lesson, following herein the 
wise guidance of the Fathers of the Church, I pro- 
ceed to put before you. 

The blind beggar, then, is a type of those Christian 
men whose blindness is of the soul. Now of such 
there are many classes. There is, first of all, the class 
of those who, being in sin, defer their reform from 
day to day, with a hazy, shapeless resolve of repent- 
ing before the last night comes. And their blindness 
consists in this precisely, that they do not see how 
the night's coming may be sudden and unexpected ; 
do not see that when their day is over and they make 
trial of repentance, strength may be waating and the 
trial may be vain ; do not see that, if they go on 
mocking the Lord, the Lord may chance to turn the 
tables on them, may mock at their destruction, and > 

laugh when that comes which they fear. 

And there is, secondly, the class of those who seek 
in pleasure of the sense of satisfaction for the long- 

b2 
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ings of the soul, who expect that merriness of body 
wiU bring with it a corresponding merriness of mind. 
These are your men and women who look for heaven 
in a whiskey-shop ; whose end is destruction, and 
whose God is their — Well ! the Holy Ghost used the 
word long ago, but these are polite times, and to 
use the word now would be an impropriety. The 
people of whom I speak are pleasant people. They 
harm no one but themselves, as our wise men often tell 
us. There is a God in heaven and a Devil in hell — 
but they see neither with their dull and drunken eyes. 
They have immortal souls, we must suppose; are not 
quite brutes we must, somehow, acknowledge; but 
then, you never see a sign of soul in their faces, and 
you feel often inclined to suspect that, if they were 
ever really human at all, their humanity was drowned, 
dead, or burnt out of them by whiskey, long ago. 
And, still they live — after a sort ; take their glasses 
of happiness and pints of comfort at every convenient 
opportunity, seeing not, poor, blind creatures ! that 
they are quenching their thirst with waters of bitter- 
ness, that they are feeding themselves with the husks 
of swine, and that, even had they all the means of 
procuring pleasure which were possessed by Solomon, 
and that, even if they used these means as lavishly as 
Solomon used them, they would have to say in the 
end what Solomon said himself, that vanity of vani- 
ties and bitterness of spirit filled them all. 

And there is, thirdly, the class of those whom God's 
finger has deigned to touch with some earthly suffer- 
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ing, with poverty, or bereavement, or disappointmeDt, 
or dishonour, and who, forgetting that God chastens 
whom He loves, shut themselves up in their sorrow, 
and refuse to think of the heaven behind the clouds. 
Their trust in God is gone ; they are blinded by their 
own tears. After the Man of Sorrows God's elect 
are fashioned, and neither tribulation nor persecution, 
nor famine, nor the sword can separate God's lovers 
from God's great love. But they forget it all. They 
blind their hearts to Him whose heart is ever watch- 
ing, and put themselves down as desolate while the 
hairs of their heads are nimibered, and without God's 
will not even a sparrow dies. 

But, a fourth class of blind men there is, to which 
just now, I direct special attention. It is a much 
larger class than any of the three already mentioned. 
It extends to all ranks and conditions of Christian 
men. On its lists are many who are, as the phrase 
goes, good Catholics, and exact enough in Catholic 
practices, who read many prayers, listen to many 
sermons, attend at many Masses, and, if they happen 
to be wealthy, give, now and then, generous sums in 
public and private charity. Now, their blindness, 
though very observable, is difficult to determine by 
a name. For my present purpose it will be enough 
if you think of it under any title which expresses a 
want of earnestness in the service of the Lord. And 
since I regard this same want of earnestness as the 
very worst- description of spiritual blindness, and 
since I find it the characteristic disease of these times, 
it is of it alone that I shall speak to-day. 
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Looking out then on the Catholics of the present 
I find the lives of most sickening under this broad 
central taint, that they are not in earnest, have no 
living, throbbing fervour, no strong solemn serious- 
ness in their religion. This life is or should be a 
warfare, but I cannot find that they do much fight- 
ing for God. The road to heaven is a narrow road 
and a stouy , but they travel by a diflferent kind of way. 
The kingdom of heaven is won by the violent alone, 
but if a languid and listless and sickly piety does not 
take it, for them it may stand uncaptured for ever. 
Look at them in their best when, of a Sunday, they 
assemble in the Lord's house for the express purpose 
of adoration ! Look at them, I say, and behold what 
an adoration the Lord is getting ! Some of the wor- 
shippers have a very visible tendency to forget that 
Grod's house is no house for sleeping : other some 
are wakeful enough, but it is only to their neigh- 
bours' dress and appearance; many have open prayer 
books in their hands and read them too — not that 
they care to prai/, but because " the dull mechanic 
exercise" of spelling through the printed words is 
a capital method of kil l ing time ; while on the faces 
of all (or nearly all, for, thank Grod there some ex- 
ceptions) is plainly written that theirowners look upon 
the Mass as a thing to be, of course, got through pa- 
tiently, but as, on the whole, a dreary, tiresome, dis- 
agreeable thing. Follow them from the place of 
worship and look upon their daily lives. The Saints 
gashed their bodies and bore, by preference, the hun- 
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ger and the oold, but they, if they can, fare richly 
and are clad in the finest linen. Christ, the sinless, 
prayed with many groanings, led a perpetually bro- 
ken and embittered life for three and thirty years, 
but they, the sinful, after all His warning, and all His 
Iqve, forget, during the long day, that they are His 
creatures in His world, or, if they remember it, it is 
at best but to patter out a few words of prayer that 
probably had no meaning for their own minds, and 
certainly have small meaning for the mind of God ! 
Yet are they satisfied with this life of theirs, and 
God, they think, is satisfied with it too. They are 
doing a good deal in His service, very much more 
than He gets done elsewhere. They are not guilty 
of any of the grosser or meaner, or more notorious 
crimes, like the Publican of the Porch. They are not 
robbers, nor adulterers, nor defrauders of thiB poor. 
If they do happen to commit a sin it is of the serener 
and more secret sort ; they glide into it quietly too, 
and give no scandal. When their guilty hour is 
over they make a most placid confession of it all, and 
if need be, read any number of psalms and litanies 
as penance for the past transgression. And then 
their accounts with God are squared. Thus do they 
go on from year to year; and from year to year 
the languor and the listlessness increase, settle and 
deepen down in heaviest layers about their souls, shut- 
ting these souls out surely from the influences of God. 
No strong fiery earnestness, no struggle to speak out 
from the heart — ^the only speech God wants or cares 
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for ; no solemn, awestruck faces, as of men who are 
marching on to judgment ; no wild watching and fear- 
ful wrestling as of men whose march is beset with devils ; 
ah, no! none of these, but, instead thereof, a dull, heart- 
less, mechanical lip-service of the Lord, as though 
He were one of the graven things that have eyes and 
cannot see, hands and cannot strike ; as though He 
may not at any moment touch them upon the shoulder 
and ask them what they are doing, now, with this 
life He gave them — what indolence they substitute 
for energy, what listlessness they put in place of la- 
bour ; as though this were not fact, which even im- 
believers have declared, that " Life is no thing of sport, 
and death is no thing of sport, and for all of us there 
is but one little life, one little chance, no second life, 
uo second chance to any of us for evermore !" 

Now, my Brethren, I do not suppose you vrill ask 
me to prove that the state of things I have been de- 
scribing is a very bad state of things. I am sure that 
when I characterize it as one of the worst states pos- 
sible you vdll follow me with entire vnllingness and 
entire sincerity. Nor, as Christians, can you well 
refuse. For, if there be one evil more than another 
opposed to the spirit of Christianity, opposed to the 
most essential object which Christianity aims at in its 
action uponmen, it is that same dreariness and languor, 
and spiritual paralysis, which, as I read appearances, 
have come upon our devotion. Burning earnestness^ 
fiery zeal, unbounded heart-begotten love, unboimd- 
ed heart-begotten fear, these are the very essence of 
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what Christianity wants to engender. I can find no 
other inteUigible meaning in that command : " Thou 
shalt love the Lord, thy God, with thy whole heart and 
thy whole soul, and with all thy mind and mth all thy 
strength ;^^ no other meaning in that other command 
to take up the cross and follow Jesus ; no other 
meaning in those terrible utterances of woe against 
him who was neither hot nor cold. 

And then, going backward, I find the same thing 
true of Grod's religion, even in its imperfect form, 
among the Jews. For who in that old time, think 
you, was the man after God^s own heart ? Not Abel 
the just, nor Abraham the faithful, nor Moses the 
obedient, nor Job the patient, nor Solomon the wise. 
No, none of these, but David the rebellious, David 
the vain, David the adulterer, David the murderer ! 
And why ? Why, because, among all the great 
saints of the old law, he was the saint who was most 
terribly in earnest. One of his burning tears was 
worth a million of our icy prayers. His sin was 
strong, no doubt, but his strong passion went far to 
excuse it : and, even if it were not so excused, still 
the intensity of his sin was as weakness to the inten- 
sity of his sorrow. He feared Grod, and he loved 
God with a fiery vehemence of which we look in vain 
for traces in these present times. Neither love nor 
grief was a placid matter for him. He knew that 
love meant a yeaming-up for union with the Lord, 
and he knew that to yearn for God by halves was a 
thing for devils to laugh at. He knew that for sin 
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a man must be, if he be worth anything, contrite^ 
and he knew that to be really contrite a man must 
be, in some sense, broken-hearted. Whoever reads 
these Psalms of his, finds something like earnestness 
there. 

From all this it follows evidently, that Christianity 
is not chargeable with that line of life and manner 
of devotion which fill all modem thinking men with 
such alarm ; that both the one and the other are re- 
jected and disovmed and accursed of Christianity ; 
that all the impulses and teachings of Christianity 
are precisely in the opposite direction. And hence 
does it furthermore follow that, when, in developing 
my subject, I go on to investigate the cause or causes 
leading up to our present sickly state, that is, when 
I set myself to inquire how very many Catholics, be- 
lieving all they believe, still manage to live such luke- 
warm lives — the answer is not far to seek. And the 
answer is, that, though they believe (and we hear a 
great deal about the faith of, Irish Catholics espe- 
cially), yet they never realize, never bring home 
with anything like a living earnestness the meaning 
of what they profess. Verbal faith, with professing 
Catholics, is common enough ; real faith is much 
more rare among them. They give their assent to 
everything that the Church requires their assent to. 
But they give it in rather a peculiar way — somewhat 
in the way in which young men give their assent to 
the counsels of elderly people. Our Catholics re- 
cognize the doctrines of the Church as true, and as 
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very worthy of being followed. But they hardly 
ever gather up these doctrines into the living core of 
their hearts ; hardly ever brood over them as very 
solemn words of God ; hardly ever question them 
with eager eyes as words to be attended to at all 
hazards if they wish to ensure the safety of their 
souls. It is true now, as it was true of another time, 
" with desolation is the whole land laid desolate be- 
cause there is no man who ponders in his heart." 

For, my Brethren, such is the nature of our Chris- 
tian faith, that if a man once got himself heartily 
persuaded of its truth, it would not be within the 
range of things that he could be cold, or tepid, or 
languid, or listless any more. Let me try to test 
that assertion in a simple way. What, now, are the 
broad underlying doctrines of your creed ? These : 
that each one of you, since Adam's fall, is naturally 
a foe of God, and a vessel devoted to His wrath; 
that of yourselves you could never have turned aside 
God's vengeance, nor kept yourselves from the jaws 
of hell ;' that, despite His anger and His fierce 
hatred of your sin, God yet gave for your salvation 
what was dearest to His bosom ; that His Son — Him- 
self, the Lord of all — came in human flesh to be your 
brother and your propitiation ; that by a word this 
Man-God could have settled your redemption ; that,, 
nevertheless, He did not, and, because of His great 
love, could not redeem you in that formal, untouch- 
ing way, but must perforce be ever straitened for 
His Baptism of Blood ; that, in His long martyr- 
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dom, He endured such agonies as (to put it in a 
word) would almost make Him seem to have taken 
not only your sin but your hell also upon His 
shoulders ! Now, set aside mere words and expres- 
sions of belief, empty your minds of all barren for- 
mulas, and, for one moment, look straight in the 
face of these staring facts. Could ye be else than 
afire for Christ, if ye had ever realized this that 
Christ has done ? Could ye be ungrateful for such 
crushing love if ye had ever given it even partial re- 
cognition ? I say it cannot be ; I say the heart of 
man gives it the lie direct. There are hard hearts 
and thankless in the world, I know— Grod help us, 
there is nothing bad that we have not in abun- 
dance — but there is no heart so stony as not to feel 
burning gratitude for plain unselfish favours crowned 
by plain unselfish love. If a man pay your debts 
and take you from the jailer's hands you know how 
you are to feel ; if he bear burning shame to cloak 
your dishonour you know how you are to feel ; if he 
walk on to death to save your miserable life you 
know how you are to feel ; and if the great God die 
for you, have all His flesh laid open and all His 
bones laid bare for you, have His brain and side 
pierced for you, have His hands and feet nailed to a 
cross for you, as you hammer one block of wood to 
another — is it then, and then alone, that you are to 
be untouched and immoven? Brethren, I know 
what your hearts answer. But yet, the fact is, that 
you are untouched and unmoven. Christ waits on 
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His cross in vain. He is up there with the out- 
stretched arms, up there with the bleeding brows. 
Empty hands you bring him — empty hands and 
empty hearts. You speak to Him of love, and there 
is no love in your bosoms ; you call Him by sweet 
names — ^your Redeemer, your Brother, your Lover, 
and the like, and there is really no meaning in what 
you say. No meaning, none ! And thus does it 
come to pass that now, as once before, He has no- 
thing for it but to turn aside His poor patient face, 
and to sob out again, but with a new significance in 
His words, " Father ! forgive them, they know not 
what they do,^^ 

And, my Brethren, further still, though you were 
caUous-hearted to the core, closed up against the 
entry of love, or gratitude, or pity, there is yet 
another side to your nature where our Christian re- 
ligion, give it but fair play, must make short work 
with your tepidity. If you can be without the faculty 
of love, you cannot be without the capacity of fear. 
And our religion tells you things that, if you only 
think of them, must make you fear to some purpose. 
For is it not a plain truth that each one of you is 
here for the express end of serving God ; that God's 
service is a man's chief business, in a sense his only 
business here below. Is it not true that each man 
has gotten from our Lord, the King, twelve hours' 
work to do with just twelve hours wherein to do it ? 
Is it not true that, when the twelve hours are over, 
the night will come, and Death, the Bang's messen- 
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ger, will be here ; and whether the work be done or 
not, the worker will be taken from earthly sight, and 
his earthly place will know him no more P Is it not 
true, true as death and the grave, that if his work 
have been unfinished, there is but one home for him 
thereafter, and that home in a fire that can never 
die? These are among the commonest religious 
truth§, the big placarded beliefs which he that runs 
may read. And what I specially insist on here is, 
that they are truths easily taken into a man's heart, 
and, once taken in, certain to do God's lasting 
work. And what I specially complain of is, that you 
have never tried to take them into your hearts at all. 
You have never put yourselves face to face with that 
great, fiaming, hissing, devouring hell I You have 
never brought it home to yourselves with anything 
like living earnestness, that at your very best you 
will get it hard to escape its jaws ! You have never 
realized this startling fact that, in these horrid jaws, 
better men than you have disappeared, are (Jis- 
appearing, will disappear even till the sun be turned 
into blood ! You have never had your brain and 
heart fall of this other fact, quite as startling, that 
hell has its missionaries, its spies, its leaders, its 
fighting-men, all strong, all subtle, all keen, all 
leagued and banded together for one sole purpose — 
to bring each one of you — we all know where ! You 
have never realized all this, I say ; for, my Brothers ! 
had you done this, or a tithe of this, would not your 
lives be one great rush forward from the woe to 
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come ? Would you not now and always be calling 
on God's name, and clinging to God's feet for pity,' 
and mercy, and protection? And then, I think, 
there would be little languor, or listlessness, or cold- 
ness, or tepidity any more. 

Yet one step further with this thought of Catholic 
shortcoming to remember what we are, this want so 
almost universal of bringing home heartily the mean- 
ing of what we believe. There is yet another doc- 
trine, not perhaps plainer than those I have been 
mentioning; but, of a certainty, more at the bottom of 
man's earthly life, and that is the doctrine of God^s 
presence in every place. Here, and everywhere, is the 
Lord. " His eyes are upon the ways of men, and 
He considereth all their steps." "If I go into 
heaven He is there ; if I descend into hell He is there ; 
if I take the wings of the morning and fly to earth's 
remotest parts, still will His right hand uphold me." 
But this plain truth, so plain that it stared up in the 
face of even the blear-eyed Pagans, is not recognized, 
is ignored. Is God in His world, I ask ? Is He 
here before me, and there in the midst of you ? Is 
His awftd holiness side by side with your awful sin ? 
And if, as I think certain, you will answer yeSy then, 
I say, ye that have God beside ye ! is not the 
ground that ye stand on holy, and is not your fittest 
posture, therefore, the posture of Moses before the 
bush, kneeling, trembling, speechless adoration? 
That always ! for always was the earth God's foot- 
stool ; but if that always, what now ? — now when 
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God's human feet have trod our earth a life-time, 
*when God's human body and blood and bones have 
been in our midst for eighteen-himdred years ! Are 
ye not, of a verity, doing your best to give the lie to 
Scripture ? For, v^rhatever might be said of God's 
work in the world before Jesus was made our brother, 
did not the Prophet say that at His coming, the wil- 
derness should blossom as the rose? But ye 

why, these hearts of yours which should be so many 
rose-gardens of sweet smell before the Lord ye have 
turned into so many wildernesses where no flower 
blooms, and no spring is seen ! 

This, then, my Brethren, is the bare truth, — ^that 
of the little earnestness which marks your religious 
lives, what I call the main blindness of to-day — ^your 
own indolent acceptance of words for things — ^is the 
cause. And such being the cause of the disease, the 
process of cure is very plain. If you have been tepid 
in the Lord's service because you have not taken to 
heart the teachings of your faith, then ponder upon 
these teachings, and you will be tepid no more. That 
is obviously your only course. Anything like hearty 
earnestness is impossible until your heart gives the 
impulse ; and in the present case such an impulse 
will be given only by a strong mastering conviction 
that whatever else you lose, you must not lose your 
soul. And I have no knowledge of any way for 
generating such a conviction (I speak of God's or- 
dinary dispensation), except the good old way of 
honestly looking things in the face. Just bring home 
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for a moment what life means, or what death means, 
or what judgment means, or what hell means, and I 
do not think you are likely to be long without such 
conviction. 

And behold here how our Blind Beggar starts up 
from his way-side to give you help ! In his poor 
story you cannot fail of seeing what you are to do. 
He shouted out for mercy, the Scripture says, and 
being rebuked, shouted out the more. And then, 
behold what follows ! Whereas, in the case of those 
who presented themselves for cure, it was the Sa- 
viour's wont to question them of their faith and trust 
in TTinrij of the beggar He makes no such inquiry. 
Nor was such inquiry needed ; the man's faith was 
written in his face, burning through his words. And 
therefore does Jesus say only this, " What wilt thou 
that I do for thee ?" perforce admitting that to such 
earnestness as the beggar's there was nothing He 
could refiise. 

Take you unto heart the lesson the blind man 
teaches. Jesus, perhaps, is passing now, and Grod 
knows but it is His last time to come your road. And 
the beggar tells you to shout out for mercy, heedless 
whether you be rebuked or reprimanded. Rebuked 
and reprimanded you probably enough will be. Un- 
believers will sneer at your earnestness as unworthy 
our very finished, and placid, and enlightened times. 
Catholics will call you hypocrites because your strong 
work for God puts their own pitiful lip-service to 
shame. Never mind ; let them walk in their selected 
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ways. It is their own aflfair, and — God's. If they 
want to get damned, it is a bad, a rather foolish busi- 
ness, but bell is big enough to hold them all. But 
ye ! ye want no place, do ye ? among the mocking 
devUs and the pitiless fires — ye want no place, do 
ye ? behind the brazen gates that shut out peace and 
rest and hope for ever, that for ever shut in the useless 
moans, the unprofitable wailings, the bKnding, bitter, 
but barren tears of the damned ! Shout then, I say, 
for mercy to the Son of David. Ask His blessed 
light to see things as they should be seen. Ask Him 
to show you the solemn meaning of your position 
here ; that this is your schooling-time, a short three 
score and ten wherein to fit yourselves for a loftier 
place and a nobler manhood; no time for boyish idling; 
no time for boyish trifling ; but a time when what- 
ever a man's hand has to do, it must do quickly. 
Ask Him to fill your hearts, and to bow your fore- 
heads with the awful thought that the Lord is nigh. 
Ask Him to give you saving foresight of the dread 
secrets which death will uncover. Ask Him, most 
of all, to lend you some little glimpse of that crush- 
ing love which brought Himself, the strong one, to 
weakness, and suffering, and death, and shame! 
Nor let your beggar's cry stop there. There is, 
my brethren, one little fact which few men remem- 
ber, but which you must ask Jesus to whisper in 
your ears; the fact namely, that all God's visible 
creatures were made for you, not only in the low 
sense of ministering to your bodies' wants, but in the 
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high sense of ministering to your souls' salvation. 
For, my Brethren, even the dumb things of God, are 
placed about you as remembrancers of Him. The sun 
above is there, not merely your light-bringer and 
your heat-giver, but there as the fiery sign of God's 
great eye overlooking all your ways ; the stars are no 
poor night-lamps in God's city of the world, for the 
Lord has fixed them in their far places to remind you 
how the angels watch over your blackest hours ; the 
skies themselves are no bare heaps of cloud, no bare 
expanses of colour, but better far, the veil of many dyes 
before God's holy of holies ; nay, what am I saying P 
what need to talk of sun, and stars, and sky, when 
every tree, and flower, and rock, and root, and sod, 
has the finger of God upon it, and the presence of 
God within it, was God's handiwork in the beginning, 
will be his home and temple for ever to the end ? 
That's what I meant when I spoke of the solemn 
meaning of your position here. And springing out of 
that is what I mean now wh^n I tell you to lift your 
voices up to Jesus, and to make your whole lives 
ring with the beggar's cry, ** Lord, make me see ! " 
And not through life alone let that be your cry. 
When the twelve hours are over, and the night has 
come, and death, the King's messenger, beckons you 
away, then be your shout to Jesus strong and earnest 
and hopeful, as it was in your lustiest days. Cry out 
as the blind man cried, and heed not, as the blind 
man did not heed, them who would stay your vehe- 
mence, or choke your voice ! Cry out, and let death, 
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the King's messenger, know you for what you are, 
even to the last one of the king's valient men ! Cry 
out, if not with the lips, then with the unconquered 
heart, and let the angry devils see that, with God, 
your helper, you can beat them in your weakest 
hour! Cry out bravely, trustfully, strongly, and 
heed ye me, the Lord's voice will whisper in your 
ears, and the Lord's finger will come upon your eyes, 
and when the eyes of flesh are closed other eyes will 
be opened, and blindness will be no more, and way- 
side begging will be no more, and you will see, at 
last, heaven and its company, the Lord and His 
glory, through all the days that the Lord will be ! 



II. 

ALL SAINTS' DAY * 



'Tost liseo yidi turbam magnam quam dinumerare nemo 
poterat ex omnibus gentibus et tribubus et populis et linguis 
stantes ante thronum amicti stolis albis et palmse in manibus 
eomm." — Apocalypse, vii. 9» 

It is, my Brothers, a saying both very ancient and 
very true that mari!% life upon earth is a warfare. But, 
though very ancient and very true, it is yet a saying 
not often realized in these days. These are days cha- 
racterized above all by a pleasant habit of viewing 
things only on the sunny side, or at all events by a 
languid fashionable carelessness about considering the 
side that is not sunny. That pondering of the heart, 
without which the land is desolate, troubles us no 
more ; this world's weight which men used to find to 
find so crushing is, for modem shoulders^ but a slight 
affair; what Solomon could never do our modem 
men can do quite easily, — they rest contentedly in 

* This sermon was preached in the Chapel of Maynooth Col- 
lege. It addressed itself to the audience really present on the 
occasion ; that is to say, to the collected body of students ; and 
it addressed itself to them alone. 
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pleasures of the present as though vanity of vanities 
was not written upon them all. And so, therefore, 
even when they do not deny, they shrink sensitively 
from admitting that human life is, or should be, 
nothing more than one long battle. 

Nevertheless, my Brothers, the truth of Job's old 
saying stands. The Church of earth is a Church 
militant, and the ideal Christian is a fighting man. 
The type of the Church is not Adam in paradise, but 
Adam among the thistles and thorns ; is not Israel 
glad and singing her songs in Zion, but Israel bent 
and weeping by the waters; is Israel marching 
through the wilderness, and is not Israel restiug in 
the promised land. Whether we think of it or not, 
the great battle of the two standards is always round 
about us. Between these two there can never be a 
moment's alliance, nay, not so much as a moment's 
truce. The army of the Church is eternally and es- 
sentially at war against the army of the devil. And 
with varying success. The Church, as a matter of 
course, is never beaten, but she is very often very 
sorely galled. She is never without strong fortressep 
and strong men to guard them, but she is often 
driven from fortresses that she relied on greatly, and 
deprived of men who would have done her good ser- 
vice in the day of danger. And so the war goes on, 
varyiQg much but ceasing never; soldiers falling, 
other soldiers filling up the ranks ; swift advance and 
sullen retreat ; the banner of the Cross now flying 
defiantly, now in doubtful danger, sometimes lowered. 
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sometiines almost in the dust, then again high and 
triumphant as it is to-day. 

Andy my Brothers, the Church honours her valiant 
men. She remembers well their long labours and 
their bitter blows borne bravely in her service ; she 
remembers, too, what tempting oiBfers they often had 
to go over to her enemies ; and she takes care that 
both their courage and their fidelity shall have fitting 
reward. For the sake, too, of example to her living 
sons she is oareM that the reward be fitting. Even, 
for example to the world that loves her not, she is 
careful about it. The world wants something to 
keep alive even its natural nobility, to hold it a little 
longer on the right side of the line which separates 
the beasts that perish from the souls that cannot die, 
and so great heroes of the Church are stationed 
visibly for the world to look at, high upon the ever- 
lasting hills. Lessons of nobleness and tenderness 
and heroism are sadly wanted in all times, and so, for 
all times, you have Peter the noble, and John the 
tender, and Paul the valiant, teaching these lessons 
from heights whence they must be heard. And the 
Church points proudly to these sons of hers, defying 
the world to show anything to rival these. 

But not by name can she honour all her heroes 
as she honours Peter, and John, and Paul. For the 
army which she claims as hers is, in the first place, 
uncountable, quern nemo potest dinumerare. With 
the eye of faith she contemplates as her own what 
St. John contemplated with the eye of the seer, not 
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merely Israel's tens of thousands with the mystic 
mark upon their foreheads, but all that mighty mul- 
titude which no man can number, from all nations, 
and tribes, and peoples, and tongues, standing before 
God's throne, white-robed, and carrying each his 
victor palm. Then again, in that vast multitude, 
there are many who in the days of their warfare 
were imdistinguished of human eyes. Many a poor 
beggar whose coffin was the parish gift, many a poor 
priest not much better oflF than the beggar, many a 
poor student who, very quiet and humble and unob- 
trusive, sat somewhere in these benches roimd; 
many such as these are members of that multitude 
whom to-day we honour. Their way of fighting was 
altogether a silent, secret — one might nearly term it 
a stealthy way. But all the while they were doing 
great service for our Lord, the King. Of that their 
brethren did not appear to be very observant. Their 
brethren laughed and trifled and jested in their pre- 
sence, being of the sort that are light of heart, and 
knew not that they were laughing, and trifling, and 
jesting in the presence of heroes. That's the way all 
the world over, and must be the way till our eyes 
are changed. 

For you see, my Brothers, as in other armies, so in 
this army of the Church, there is little known about 
the rank and file. Leaders are generally certain, if 
not of fame, at least of notoriety ; but it is always 
very much by accident that one of the rank and file 
finds himself famous. For, not the greatest valour, 
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but the most conspicuous valour is publicly rewarded, 
and oonspicuousness is as much a matter of chance 
as God's providence can well permit anything to be. 
No man's merit is well measured by his celebrity. 
There is some truth in the saying that the world 
^ows least about its greatest men. There is a quiet 
sanctity and a quiet valour not less in worth than 
the valour and the sanctity that have more renown. 
There were many brave men at Salamis besides those 
whom the Athenian theatre rose to reverence ; there 
were many great saints all the world over besides 
those that shine on the Church's calendar. A priest 
in a remote country, a captain on a distant outpost 
died, and made no sign. Their valour was not a 
whit the less. A student within our walls, a soldier 
in the dust and dimness of battle, fought bravely, 
fell nobly, while the eyes of their brethren were 
looking in other ways. They were not the less 
glorious because their glory was imacknowledged. 
Anchorites in their deserts, monks in their cells, nuns 
in their cloisters, priests on their missions, students 
in their halls, h^ve warred and conquered before 
now, never yielding, never giving so much as an inch 
to the enemy, holding out to the end while a drop of 
blood was left to warm them, their last cry a cry for 
their flag and captain, and of their names there is no 
record in the books of men. 

No record in the books of men, but fiiU record in 
the books of God. For, my Brothers, even in this 
world there are other eyes than eyes like ours. And 
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these other eyes keep everything in view. No flower 
wastes its sweetness, no jewel shines for nought in 
the universe of God ; for God and His angels ever 
watch and appreciate them all. And so too those 
struggles of the saints, silent to human hearing, 
secret to human seeing, are fast and firm in his re- 
membrance. The tears of Jeremias shine out before 
Him, the blood of Abel cries up to Him from the 
ground. He knows His soldiers, from whatever tribe 
or people soever they may be ; no fear of his mis- 
taking or forgetting one. And when their fight is 
finished, and their courage proven. He knows where 
to find them, you may be sure ; knows how to whisper 
the words of comfort that will soon make them 
amends for all; knows how to wipe from off their 
faces, tenderly and lovingly, the sweat, and blood, 
and dust, and tears ; knows how to suit them with 
stoles of beauty, what palms of victory will fit their 
hands ; knows well the places by His Father's throne 
where, their bodies glorious with soldier's woimds, 
their souls glorious with soldier's pride, they shall, 
with other heroes worthy of their company, have rest 
and rejoicing for evermore ! 

And the Church too, my Brothers, though she have 
no record of their names, does her best to honour her 
departed heroes. To-day she stops her mournful 
march, to-morrow you will hear her " regem cut omnia 
vivunf^ wailing round about you ; to-day she stops 
her mournful march, allows herself one cry of joy, 
rings it out defiantly in the ears of heU to the memory 
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of those sons of hers whom not even hell could over- 
throw. Men of every colour and of every tongue, 
rich men and poor, strong men and weak, men that 
bled in the time of Peter, and men that mourned in 
the time of Pius, she sets apart this day for honour 
to them all. And to us, her sons and soldiers, she 
gives admonishment — ^to rejoice with her in the 
triumph of our brothers; to glorify our God that 
He counts His soldiers from every land, from even 
the Gentiles that sat in darkness and &om the far- 
oflF islands of the seas ; that the grand example given 
on the mountain has not been given quite in vain ; 
that the blood of martyrs has been not merely the 
seed of Christians but the seed of saints ; that our 
King, with His crown of thorns, has had enthusiastic 
service such as never followed the world's kings with 
their crowns of gold ; that that enthusiasm has lifted 
men of earth to a feUowship with the warriors of 
heaven, and has made even poor blundering, blear- 
eyed beggars like ourselves more than a match for 
the champions of hell ! 

Well then, my Brothers, the army of heaven has 
members from such different directions. But in that 
turba magna there are some, a large number too, upon 
whom especially we are concerned to think. If 
history be not all a falsehood, then is there one thing 
true, namely, that our country here has given very 
valiant people to the army of God. There were men, 
moumftdly they are not now, still more mournfully 
they are forgotten, who made the whole world ring 
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with the fame of our Christian heroes. I am not 
thinking so much of Patrick, and Kevin, and Columb- 
kille, as of that nameless band who won and pre- 
served unto our island the name that follows her even 
now, the virgins of the middle age, the martyrs of 
the penal times, the pure priesthood of modem days, 
ay, and the noble students gone before us, whose 
sanctity brought a blessing on the College where we 
dwell. The black places in our history we are ac- 
customed to remember ; let its bright places be not 
forgotten at least to-day. On other things we may 
agree to differ, on this thing we must be of one 
mind — that our great national glory is what Ireland 
has done to enlarge the army of the Lord. And, 
though to all that army we give befitting honour — 
it is their due, and the Church's desire — ^yet do our 
human hearts turn most warmly towards the heroes 
of our land and College. And rightly, too. Nothing 
grieved St. Paul so sorely as that his own country- 
men, once sole keepers of the light of God, were 
shut out at last into the blackest places of imbelief. 
Nothing should rejoice us more than that our 
countrymen, hopeless once and Godless in the world, 
have now their representatives in splendour and 
in power close by the glory of God's great throne. 
And, therefore, to these representatives, do we give 
to-day a special honour. 

But, my Brothers, what is this honour which the 
Saints of God are going to receive ? A little out- 
ward reverence ? a little foolish flattery ? a little 
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look of admiration ? a little stammered recital of 
litany or hymn ? Hardly, my Brothers, anything 
like these. Such honour as that may suit our easy 
ways, but it will scarcely suit or satisfy the saints. 
For honour in any shape they have small anxiety, 
except as a furtherance of the holy cause. But there 
is one kind of honour that we may suppose them 
naturally desirous to have, — they want us, their fol- 
lowers, to vindicate their good name, to clear their 
character before the world as Grod will clear it another 
day. For you see, my Brothers, these saints died for 
an unpopular cause. It was their misfortune to have 
to run counter to the wisdom of the world, to come 
into direct collision with many things which the vox 
populi pronounced to be particularly precious, and 
accordingly the whole world was always very strong 
against them. And the world was neither slow nor 
shy in telling them its mind. In its wHder moments 
it was good enough to fulfil the Scriptures, cursing 
them for liars, and hypocrites, and knaves. When 
it grew calmer and troubled itseK to think a little, it 
was satisfied if it had pronounced them fools. But 
their folly, it said, was of the insanest type. They 
were always making themselves singular, it observ- 
ed, and, therefore, it argued, always making them- 
selves ridiculous. Customs of its own, it said, vene- 
rable for their sanctions, venerable even for their 
antiquity, were contemned or ignored by these rest- 
less reformers of human kind. They made them- 
selves, it said, the public wonder and the public 
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laughing-stock. There was nothing like them in all 
credible history. To find their parallels you must 
read the mythology of Pagan days. You found 
something analogous to them there. Foolish, self- 
elected champions, going about in search of impos- 
sible monsters, too filled with notions of their own im- 
portance to live (and die) like other men, good for 
nothing but levying black mail and frightening 
children with their stupid stories, — ^it was of such 
stuflf that your saints Were made. But the age of 
wonders had passed away. Hercules was dead, and 
no sensible person desired his resurrection, even in 
the shape of a Christian saint. The world saw no 
monsters for saints to fight with. It looked around all 
creation, and, behold ! everything was good. Had it 
not gold and silver, and precious stones, and purple 
and fine linen, and commerce, and progress, and 
science that could dispense with God at any moment, 
and art that had dispensed with Him for many a 
day ! Above all, had it not society ! And in society 
could not every man who minded his proper business 
and paid befitting deference to social rule be sure of 
leading an exceedingly honoured and pleasant life ! 
Against all that the saints threw up their hands in 
endless protest. There was no such thing, they said, 
as pleasure in the world ; not certainly in those places 
where the world sought it. God, they thought, 
would have sadly blundered, if, when turning men 
from one paradise, He had left it in their power to 
make another for themselves. Gold, and silver, and 
precious stones, and purple and fine linen, might 
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have their uses, but then they did not, at all events, 
keep Solomon from vexation of spirit, nor Dives from 
wanting water to cool his tongue. Earth, they said, 
was more a battle-ground than a banqueting hall. 
The land, they said, was thick with monsters, and 
monsters of the direst kind — the world itself was the 
worst of monsters, and what every man had got to 
do was, not by any means to obey the world, but to 
arm himself against it and to fight it out, ever and 
ever, as his worst foe. Society might have its rule, 
but then they had no notion of taking that rule to 
guide them; for society, they said, was, from base to 
summit, very much the handiwork of devils, very 
little the handiwork of God. The world might laugh 
at them if it were in the humour, might kUl them in 
case of need — there had been laughter in Pilate's 
hall, and killing upon Calvary — but even the Pagans 
knew that laughter is no proof of wisdom, even 
Socrates knew that if a man be right, people may 
kill, but they cannot hurt him. We, of these placid 
times, we who very often accept society as the final, 
God-erected court of appeal ; we, who say so finely, 
by way of excuse for self or of reproach for others, 
that a gentleman should conform himself to the 
usages of the world, as though between it and us 
war to the knife was not long ago declared, as though 
there was no malediction on the man who cries 
peacBy peace^ where no peace can be ; we of these 
times, I say, are not often publicly distressed by such 
speech as that. That, however, was the sort of speech 
the saints made use of, not whisperingly, nor in the 
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dark, but loudly and in the world's face ; not boast- 
fully nor under passing excitement, but calmly, 
quietly, resolute to prove, even to bloodshedding, that 
they were terribly in earnest in speaking so. And 
the honour they want from us is barely this, — ^they 
want us to give testimony that they were right, and 
the world was wrong; to range ourselves fixedly and 
finally on their side; to get at once into their empty 
harness ; to throw down our gage of battle ; and to tell 
the world, plainly and openly, that, with God's help, 
we will die fighting for the flag under which they 
feU. 

Well then, my Brothers, is it that we're doing ? 
Is it with the saints or with the world that we have 
taken up our ground ? Are we bringing honour or 
dishonour upon the holy cause ? Do we help to raise 
or help to lower the flag of God? Upon that flag 
there is the blood of martyrs, upon it there is a blood 
more sacred still ; do we, therefore, defend it man- 
fully, putting our bodies between it and all assault, 
keeping it flying to the last, ready if need be to 
wrap it round our wounds, letting our own life-blood 
mingle with the holy blood already there ? Our 
fathers and leaders, Patrick, and Kevin, and Oolumb- 
kill, is it with shame or pride that their cheeks redden 
when they hear our names? Brothers, it would 
hardly become any of us to judge his fellows. Least 
of all, and last of all, would it become me. But I 
may presume to put a question where I cannot pre- 
sume to pronounce a judgment ; and the question is 
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this. Sixty years hence, or seventy years hence, some 
student will preach, as I am preaching, to his brothers 
of this College. He will preach to a new generation, 
and these places and this pulpit will know us no 
more. He will think with pride, as I am thinking, 
of the noble students listening here, and will speak 
with praise, as I am speaking, of the m^agna turba^ 
standing before God's throne. And what I want to 
know is this, — ^in that magna turba, where are Patrick, 
and Kevin, and ColumbkiUe, how many of us wiU 
then be found ? You are here now with those black 
robes of sorrow ; how many of you will that day see 
shining in your white stoles of joy ? You are here 
now with your Captain hidden, how many of you 
will then see your Captain in His glory? That 
student who after seventy years will here take my 
empty place, will he describe us well when he speaks 
of us as not imworthy of our land and college ? Will 
his words of praise be pleasant in our ears, or is there 
a dread that they will be as arrows to pierce us in 
the prison where the traitors and the cowards will 
be bound ? Will our Captain, Jesus, repeat these 
praises, telling us in His sweet way, that we deserve 
them all, or is there a chance that hell will ring with 
mocking laughter hearing us spoken of as warriors of 
Christ, and knowing us all the while for dastard re- 
negades whom even the devils must despise ? Bro- 
thers, each one will answer that question for himself. 
Nor will the answer be hard to find. He will get 
no crown imless he win it, and there is eternally no 
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way of winning it but a single way. Qui legitimh 
certaverit ipse coronabitur. Only in fair fight can the 
crown be won. 

For, my Brothers, in this world of changes God's 
appointments do not change. Heaven and earth shall 
pass away, but His words shall not pass. And his 
words abide, that marCa life upon earth is a warfare^ 
that the kingdom of heaven suffereth violence, that our 
fighting is with principalities and powers, that Christ 
came to give not peace hut the sword. The battle- 
ground is shifted from time to time ; new ways of 
fight must now and then be followed ; fresh and un- 
expected foes are momentarily reported across the 
borders ; but, however great our preference of peace 
and pleasure before work and war, the one thing that 
remains fixed for ever is that the man who wants en- 
rolment in the army of heaven must serve a life-long 
apprenticeship of fighting upon earth. ' The hand 
that holds the victor's palm must first have held the 
soldier's sword. That is the one unchangeable con- 
dition, a hard one if you like, but fixed and certain 
as death and the grave. Man's enemies are strong 
and subtle and manifold, but, in God's name, man 
must go forth to meet them. Patient endurance, 
calm detennination, hearty enthmiastio valour, all 
these must he be prepared to show, never fearing, 
never growing faint of heart, but grimly fixed to 
stand erect and defiant while he has sight to see an 
^nemy, and strength to strike him down. 

And that, my Brothers, is the lesson taught us 
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by saintly lives. These saints of whom we can speak 
so sweetly, but whose earthly conduct we are so slow 
to imitate, did not find life the easy thing that many 
of us find it. They found it, each and all, a very 
bitter and a very moumful thing. And very bitter 
%nd very moumful would they have found it even 
had men and devils allowed them peace. They 
knew what man's birth meant, and sadness was in 
their souls ; they knew what man's death meant, and 
its shadow was on their faces. Neither in the sinless 
world without, nor in the sinless world within could 
they find joy divorced from sorrow. The outer world, 
with its trees, and flowers, and sun, and stars, was 
beautiful to them, is beautiful to us all ; but these 
saints felt, as St. Paul felt, that through every inch of 
it there are great groanings and travailings together 
until now ; that all nature gives the lie to the merri- 
ment of men ; that her only music is the sad musLo of 
her winds and seas ; that there is a great, unutterable 
sorrow looking down at us for ever from the faces of 
all her stars. Beautiful too, incomparably beautiful, 
is the inner world of a saintly soul, with its Trinity 
that abides, its angels that come and go ; but these 
saintsfelt, as St. Paulfelt, that even they, with the first- 
fruits of the Spirit gathered in their hearts, must groan 
and groan for ever till the revelation of the sons of Grod. 
Sorrow, andlamentation, and woe, infinite trouble from 
within and from without, enemies abroad and enemies 
at home, enemies that slept not, tired not, left no 
strategy untried — with all these they were forced to 
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make perpetual battle. The struggle was a hard one, 
and much — in the present for themselves, in the fu- 
ture foy others — depended upon its issue. But the 
issue was secure. For the saints fought with the 
courage of heroes. Leonidas at the famous gap, 
Horatius at the famous bridge, never fought as they. 
Sometimes with no voice but God's to cheer them, 
no eye but God's to note their bravery, bitter tears 
upon their cheeks, bitter himger in their hearts; 
otherwhile whole cities hounding on their tormen- 
tors ; even God Himself seeming careless of their 
agony as He once before seemed careless of that other 
agony on the cross ; reviled, mocked, spat upon, they 
never blenched, and they never gave way. Their 
enemies gathered and pressed upon them, thrusted, 
struck in a thousand ways, but God's champions had 
no notion of giving in to God's foe. And when their 
fight was over, and their watch was done, and the 
word was passed to relieve the guard, their Captain 
found them gashed perhaps and gory, but with their 
honour white, their flag triumphant, and they them- 
selves unmoved and conquering for ever. 

And, my Brothers, to do all that is the ap- 
pointed business of every Christian man. It is, 
therefore, yours. But you are something more than 
mere Christian men. You are candidates for an 
office in which you must not only fight, but lead 
others in battle ; which, while it leaves you evermore 
a soldier, raises you ifrom the ranks and gives you a 
clear commission in the army of God. And this 
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office of priest specially presupposes, as it has always 
specially presupposed, the office of soldier. The sons 
of Levi were made priests for ever, because, on that 
terrible day when the wrath of Moses broke the 
tables of the Law, these sons of Levi, at the call of 
Moses, stood upon the Lord's side, consecrated their 
hands — as that'awful Scripture puts it — consecrated 
their hands in the blood of God's enemies, and smote of 
their sinful brethren to the number of three thousand 
men. Phineas and his seed were made priests for 
ever, because that, filled with a holy fury, the fiery 
son of Eliazar ran through and through with his 
sword the wicked pair who were defiling the camp 
of God's people. These in the type, — but in the 
reality ? In the reality ! Why, know you not that 
our Ljord and Captain received His eternal priest- 
hood because that He, when His Father asked it, 
took up the championing of a beaten world, fought 
in hunger, fought in poverty, fought in pain, fought 
and bled till He could bleed and fight and feel no 
more ! 

So, my Brothers, though our profession, in a worldly 
sense, is peaceful, in a spiritual sense — ^the only sense 
worth thinking of — our trade is war. "War ever, 
and in these times, war of the fiercest kind. The 
Church is secure. For her, resting upon the promises 
of God, we feel no fear. But we must feel fear for 
her individual children. They are not secure. Over 
each of them Satan can prevail. v^r many of them 
he is prevailing. Night and day his camp is filling 
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with men from ours, for night and day are there sins 
to honour him ; night and day his heart is gladdened 
by shameless ignorance in the Christian captains 
shameless cowardice in the Christian men ; night and 
day, God help us, men are leaving this valley of the 
shadow, where, though tears be plentiful, they yet 
are passing, for that horrid pit where the tears that 
fall must fall for ever. And that being the case, 
what, I ask, is consequently the laCLsiness of the 
leaders in God's army? Rest, contentment, idle- 
ness, the languid^ loitering and the soft music of 
peace, not the straight march and the strong trumpet 
shout of war? But what then of the noon-day 
murders and the shameless lusts, and the wholesale 
cheating, and the flagrant faithlessness, and the cruel 
hard-heartedness, and the wolfish calumny, and the 
monkey-spite, and the cool grey-headed contempt of 
justice and of God ? Take away these^ and then, if 
you please, to slumber ! ye leaders of the people ; 
then, if you please, let your swords be sheathed and 
your eyes be closed, — ^but now ! — why, the whole 
world is overrun with devils, ^nd the stench of dead 
and rotting souls is laying wa^te whole cities that 
had sworn allegiance to the Lord ! What then is 
your business, ye leaders of the people? What 
would Patrick do, or Kevin do, or Columbkille do, 
had their lives fallen upon our evil days ? What 
would ajiy, even the least, in the turba magna do, 
were God's mercy to send him now for a sample of 
Christian valour to us all ? Brothers, you will know 
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what the answer must surely be. You well know 
that for Patrick, or Kevin, or Columbkille there 
would be no rest, no sheathing of the sword while a 
single soul was left to fight for. Take the lesson 
which that fact teaches, for that is your lesson from 
the Church to-day. 

For, my Brothers, though the Church bids us re- 
joice {gaudeamus omnes says she in the Introit oi. her 
Mass to-day), though the Church bids us rejoice in 
this, the Feast-day of all her saints, still, mere re- 
joicing must not be the issue with us, as it certainly 
is not the end with her. The Church militant has 
but one end on eartb, and that end is something very 
diflferent from joy. Attempts are sometimes made to 
give her a look of mirth and triumph, but mirth and 
triimiph do not well become her widow's weeds. 
Foolish people would have her robe herself in dainty 
dresses, but dainty dresses are for days of peace, and 
the Church has no chance of peace just yet. She is 
at every moment too much weighed down with sad- 
ness, too keenly alive to the sin and misery that cram 
the world, too cloBcly watched, beset too sorely, to 
have any time for triumph simple and final. Such 
triumph she knows belongs to another world than 
ours, to another Church than she. However large 
her faith in the God that made her, she knows, only 
too bitterly does she know it, that she is the Church 
militant, and not the Church triimiphai^t ; that she 
is the Church with the dust of battle, and not the 
Church with the crown of victory ; that she is the. 
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Church in exile, and not the Church at home ; and 
that her sole business here is to lead and cheer her 
children on their life-long battle-march, till they all 
come where battling and bloodshedding will cease at 
last, where triumph, and the joys of triumph, wiU 
be given her for ever, where nation shall not rise up 
against nation, neither shall they learn war any more. 
And with that knowledge does she plan each festival 
throughout her year. Whether it be a day of 
mourning lite to-morrow, or a day of joy like this, 
the purpose is the same. The purpose is our ad- 
monishment. The Church stops her march a moment, 
at one time to shout in joy over her crowned and 
triumphant soldiers, at another to wail in sorrow, 
but yet in hope, over her children yet lying in their 
prison of purging pain ; but in one case and in the 
other the trumpet that gives utterance to her feeling 
for the dead, also gives utterance to her command 
for the living. And her command to-day is clear. 
She bids us look upward, as St. John looked, to the 
great army of loyal-hearted, triumphant saints ; to 
remember that in the days of their flesh they had no 
better chances, no lighter enemies than we ; to fill 
ourselves full of the dauntless spirit through which 
their victories were gained, and to record our oath — 
idem trecenti juravimus — ^that even for the sake of the 
honoured dead with whom we claim spiritual, ay, 
and carnal kindred, no inch of groxmd shall be lost 
by us which their valour won ; no devil's triumph 
over us shall bring disgrace upon God's great army ; 
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no speck of dishonour shall stain the flag under 
which, God aiding, they beat the devils down ! 

And, my Brothers, if you want incentives to your 
valour, you have them in abundance. I am not going 
to tell you that by such valour, and by it alone, you 
will escape the hideous company of the devils and the 
damned. In its place that motive is a good one, but 
its place is not here. Neither am I going to remind 
you of a certain great, somewhat imstudied drama, 
acted nevertheless for a lesson to us aU, wherein the 
curtain descends on a Man with a thorn-crown hang- 
ing on a hill. Here, where so much else is learned. 
Calvary and its story are not likely to be forgotten. 
Nor am I going to say that what we are boimd to 
preach, we are bound also to practise ; that these are 
no pagan times when a man might have one doctrine 
for the people, and the opposite doctrine for himseK ; 
that the priests of Jesus are not the Haruspices of 
Jove, hardly able to keep in the laughter as they met 
each other in the public ways. Neither am I going 
to warn you that we had better fight while we yet 
have time, for that we are surely nearing the awful 
stillness which will soon silence and settle all. It is 
very profitable to keep that in memory, but you are 
not likely to forget it, you with your own cemetery 
and your own dead lying ever within your walls. 
Nor am I going to describe for you that Heaven 
which the brave and the brave alone will have as an 
inheritance, for what no man can conceive is, I am 
used to think, what it is not for me to attempt de- 
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scribing. Yet must I ask you to give one glance 
thereat, one glance at the Fair Land and Large — 
pulchra terra et spatiosa — which we shall all, please 
God, come to know pretty well hereafter, to run your 
eyes over the company assembled there, and to say 
whether you think fellowship with that company a 
thing Svorth fighting for. Is it a little thing, think 
you, to be enrolled a member of that brotherhood of 
heroes, to walk with them, talk with them, see the 
splendour of their eyes, to know that they honour 
you as worthy of your high position, and to feel that 
their honour and their fellowship will remain to you 
as long as the pillars of heaven remain ! But is 
that all ? Not yet : that is much, but the crowning 
glory has yet to come. For, better still, your valour 
will introduce you to the heroic host, Michael at their 
head, who first stood up for the grand old cause ; 
still better, to the stainless Woman whom the seven 
swords could not subdue; best of all, to the great 
Captain, glorious in His wounds, who will take your 
hand in His kindly hand and give you glorious 
welcome to the kingdom where His glory reigns. 
And so, the poor soldier who fell on his solitary out- 
post, of whom there will be no record in the books of 
men, whose tears were ever falling, whose heart was 
ever sore, whom the dear wise world cursed for a liar, 
laughed at for a fool, is come to be a crowned con- 
queror in the haUs of heaven! God's familiars, 
honoured of the angels, worshipped of the Church, 
how will your hearts be able to stand it all ! How 
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will you stand the praises of the saints, you that are 
happy when your fellows praise you! How will 
you stand the honour of the angels, you that are 
proud when your masters honour you ! How will 
you stand the Captain's caresses, you that would 
barter half your lives, I think, for one kind pressure 
of St. Patrick's hand upon these heads of ycoirs ! 
How, my Brothers, will you stand it all ! One mute 
look of overpowered grateftdness (which the Captain 
will see and be sure to understand), — one mute look 
of overpowered gratefulness, one little effort to stop 
the thanking tears, one little cry of wonder, as your 
eyes fill with the unwonted light, your hearts swell 
with the unwonted joy, and you will slip aside from 
the Captain's praises, wearing your white stoles 
worthily, holding your palms like men that won 
them, taJdng your predestined places in the ranks of 
heroes, saying then and for ever, as I say now, — who 
can help saying it I— blessing, and glory, and tmsdom^ 
and honour, and power, and might be unto our God 
for ever and ever* Amen 



III. 

CHARITY SEEMON.* 



*^ Give alms out of thy substance and turn not away thy face 
from any poor person : for so shall it come to pass that the face 
of the Lord shall not be turned from thee. According to thy 
ability be merciful. If thou have much, give abundantly : if 
thou have little, take care even so to bestow willingly a little." — 
Tobias, iv. 7, 8, 9. 

There is one fact, my Brethren, which few men 
remember, but which no man can forget without 
serious consequent loss ; and that is — the precise end 
and purpose of our earthly sojourn. It is one of 
the devil's stratagems to keep that end as much as 
possible from our view. We ourselves aid him in 
his strategy. We muffle up our eyes, and muffle 
up our minds lest they should see things which we 
find it pleasanter to have left in darkness. Few men 
think of doubting that just what they do is just what 
they ought to be doing. They rarely see the world 
as the world really is. As they go along the streets 
they forget that there are people therein over and 

* This Sermon was preached January 1, 1871, in the parish 
church of St. Michan*s, North Anne-street, in behalf of North 
Anne-street Parochial Schools, and of the Orphanage attached 
to the Convent, George' s-hill. 
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above the men and women whom they see. They 
forget the presence of the keen, Tmtiring devils, that 
troop up and down, hurry to and fro, to defend the 
lines and advance the standard of hell. They forget 
the white-robed guardian angels that, just as keen, 
just as untiring, wage against hell one perpetual war. 
Still, forget it as we may, blind to it as we may 
succeed in making ourselves, it is yet aplainxmques- 
tionable fact that our earth down here is but a battle- 
ground between hell and heaven, and that to take 
part in the unceasing battle is precisely the business 
for which we all were made. The fight commenced 
by Lucifer in heaven, is carried on and continued 
upon the earth. And as good Angels beat Lucifer in 
the old time, so good Men are to beat him in the new. 
And, my Brethren, this war with Lucifer is by all 
means a bitter and a dangerous war. We, who wage 
it, must expect to get no quarter, and to find no 
cowardice in our foe. The haughty Spirit who feared 
not God Himself, is not likely to be afraid of such as 
we ; the malignant spite that had no pity for the inno- 
cence of Eve, the malignant hatred that had no mercy 
for the sufferings of Jesus, will, you may be sure, show 
no softness in our generation. And this Lucifer is 
not only of surpassing strength, but he is also of sur- 
passing craftiness. Whatever he studies, that he is sure 
to know, and man he has made his peculiar study. 
He knows man well, all the weak points in man's 
armour, all the unguarded points in man's dominions. 
And his great cunning has, backing it up and per- 
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fecting it, one overpowering advantage — that is to 
say, the experience and observation of nearly six 
thousand years. That long period, all spent in in- 
cessant fighting, has been serviceable to Satan in 
many ways, but especially in this that it has enabled 
him to see what plan of warfare is likely to be most 
eflfective against humanity. It has given him abun- 
dant opportunities of finding out what may be relied 
upon with safety as sure to determine the movements 
of men. And he has long since discovered that in 
the supernatural line of fight that happens, which in 
the natural line of fight has been happening through 
all recorded time — ^namely, that people who are 
badly fed or badly clothed, who have little discipline, 
or no discipline whatever, either fight very badly or 
do not fight at all. That is the lesson taught the 
devil by the past. What has triumphed in the past 
will, he knows, be pretty certain to triumph in the 
future. And so is it brought about that of all the 
agencies which Satan employs in his war with men, 
none are more his favourites, none have been more 
successful, none have brought more captives to his 
infernal prison than these three — Error, and Igno- 
rance, and Want. 

For, my Brethren, consider for a moment, in the 
first place, what, in this war between hell and heaven, 
want can do. Want of some kind, it may be safely 
argued, is at the bottom of every sin. But want in 
its commonest forms, as it meets us every day, with 
naked limbs, and meagre face, and hungry eyes, and 
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imploring speech, such want as that has, we all 
know, very much to do with lengthening the list of 
crime. It is not true that " the poor, in a lump, are 
bad," but it is true that the poor have very terrible 
temptations to badness. Hxmger, cold, nakedness, 
houselessness, friendlessness, abandonment by men, 
seeming abandonment by God, all that terrible train 
of woes engendering discontent, culminating in de- 
spair, attack our poor; and these it is that bring 
so many criminals to our public courts, so many 
prostitutes to our public ways. Our little boys have 
so often no help on earth, and no hope in heaven ; 
their poor little bodies are naked, and cold, and 
hungry ; their poor little wits must shift some way 
to quiet the gnawing pains. And so we have thieves, 
and house-breakers, and swindlers, manufactured out 
of heaven-destined, immortal souls. And then, our 
poor little innocent girls ! They, too, must try some 
plan against the hunger, and the nakedness, and the 
cold. And we know what plan they are very fre- 
quently — one may almost say it— forced to follow. 
One jewel have they that the devil specially desires 
and covets. It is a jewel which not all the wealth of 
the universe has value enough to purchase. But 
they seU it, God help them, for a few copper or sHver 
coins. And so, both amongst our girls and amongst 
our boys, does the cause of Satan flourish. Through 
want alone he leads captive every year thousands 
of little children whom Christ was calling to Himself, 
whom want of some kind forced to disregard the caU. 
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The boy that was to be favourite of saints, is made 
boon companion of the scum of prisons ; the girl that 
was to outshine the angels, rots away in the reeking 
brothels of our city lanes. And death comes, and 
the earth must be left for ever, and of that earth these 
boys and girls have known nothing (or next to 
nothing) save its curses and its corruption. Their 
Ufe has been both a life of great sorrow, and a life of 
great sin. They have had so little comfort upon the 
earth, that hell, they think, can hardly be a bad ex- 
change. They have had so little kindness from the 
hands of men that they are fain to trust themselves 
to the hands of devils. They have seen so little 
goodness, whether in themselves or in others, so few 
signs of the tender Providence smiling upon us all, 
that they come at last, sometimes consciously, some- 
times unconsciously, to regard the gospel story as all 
a lie, and the God that made them as either a care- 
less father or pitiless tyrant in the world which He 
has made. And so they die. And while their life 
here was all a failure, their life hereafter is all a 
horror. Hell — alas, alas, it is so full already ! — hell 
is crammed with their shrieking souls. And the 
devils laugh, and the devils cheer, and the devils 
shout up, in mockery to God, that these boys and 
girls whom His love created, whom He set up to fill 
those seats in heaven which the devils themselves had 
lost, whom He had planned for, and petted, and hunted 
after, whose fle6h He took, whose Brother He became, 
have missed His heaven, have shamed His earth, and 
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have come down to hell at last to curse Him, to curse 
themselves, and to curse the hard-heartedness of hu- 
manity for evermore ! 

And, my Brethren, if want does much for Satan, 
ignorance, it may be fairly argued, does much more. 
Himger is sometimes a blessing, but in darkness there 
is always danger, and ignorance is the most fatal 
darkness of all. This world about us, for him who 
understands it well, who has an eye trained to see it 
in its entirety, is a world that simply makes sin im- 
possible. For it is God's world. He is its maker 
and its master, and never, for one instant, is His 
eye raised from off His servants, and His work It 
is Christ's world : the land which Christ purchased 
with all His blood — ^the land where He trusted Him- 
self to men, and where they received Him with 
stripes, and spittle, and buffets, and thom-orowns, 
and jibes, and curses, and hammer-strokes on the 
hill — the land where, after all, His love still bur^s, 
keeping Him on our altars, strong and loving, tender 
and true as in His suffering days. And round and 
roimd this world of God and Christ, are wrapped 
those terrible truths that make sin, if one only con- 
siders the matter, the biggest of all blunders. Hell 
is beneath us with all its devils ; heaven is above us 
with all its saints. And as we walk onward, between 
hell and heaven, each in his appointed way, each at 
his appointed task, not all unwatched are we of 
higher eyes, not all unjudged is our work to go, but 
for even the little beggar child, there is a Judge 

K 
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waiting in a far-oflf valley to try the cause, and to 
pass the word that for weal or woe will settle aU. 
The man who sees himseK and the world in that 
fashion — eternity for ever framing in the picture, 
large and shadowy — ^is not likely to be foolish enough 
to commit a siq. All that the devil thoroughly 
knows ; and, therefore, ioes he use every endeavour 
to narrow men's minds, and to thicken men's igno- 
rance. Night is the season for crime ; when a soid 
is dark, the devil is not detected. He has it all his 
own way, doing any amount of damage with any 
amount of safety. And hence does it come to pass 
that, by the devil's agency, so many little boys and 
so many little girls grow up to be men and women 
and live and die with no knowledge of God, no know- 
ledge of themselves, no knowledge of the terrible 
things around them, no real knowledge at all of that 
rugged intricate road called human life, and conse- 
quently with very few chances of not eventually 
stumbling over some one of those countless pitfalls 
that end in hell ! 

But, my Brethren, worse even than being left to 
one's-seKto find one's way is it to be put positively on 
. the wrong road. False lights upon the coast are much 
more dangerous than no lights at all. And so, worse 
even than absolute ignorance, is belief in false doctrine. 
That, too, the devil thoroughly knows ; and, there- 
fore, has he laid hold on all the agencies by which 
he may possibly succeed in corrupting the thoughts 
and misleading the judgments of men. He is eter- 
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nally, and on divine authority, the father of lies. 
liars of all kinds are his chosen children and his 
selectest soldiers. And he has very little difficulty 
in finding liars among these last generations of the 
sons of Adam. He has men in abundance to vmte 
immoral books ; men in abundance to draw immodest 
pictures ; men in abundance, both by word and deed, 
after every fashion and in every place, to ridicule 
the truth, and to defend the lie. His kingdom, he 
knows, will never prosper where CathoHc doctrines 
and Catholic practices prevail ; and, therefore, are all 
his strength and all his strategy put forth against 
the prevalence of Catholic doctrines and Catholic 
practices. Instances of his industry in that way are 
so common as to be known to all. We have men — 
great men, too— to insinuate that our belief in even 
Gk)d's existence is rash and unwarranted; men to 
hint that, though some Divinity must be admitted, 
Jesus Christ, at all events, was not divine; that 
Christ's Mother, though a very respectable specimen 
of Jewish womanhood, was not quite so pure nor 
quite so powerful as we imagine ; that our Sacrifice 
of the Mass is rather an antiquated piece of acting, 
fitted perhaps for the youthhood of Christianity, but 
to be given over, of a certainty, now when in this 
wonderful nineteenth century, we have been bi:ought 
" unto a perfect man ;" that beads, and scapulars, and 
medals, and holy water, do seem ridiculous agencies 
for getting to heaven ; that neither going to Sacra- 
ments nor praying to Saints can be of much spiri- 

e2 
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tual utility ; that priests, as well as laymen, have 
their trade, and are given, like laymen, to exagge- 
rate the importance of their wares ; that God did not 
make men with the intent of making them miserable, 
nor tantalize them with pleasures which they were 
never to enjoy ; that virtue — Catholic virtue — ^is rather 
cold, and vice much more agreeable ; that Christianity 
must be muscular, and that fasting is only a slow 
species of suicide ; that sin is not quite so serious a 
thing as the Church proclaims it ; that if a man do 
commit even a serious sin, it is very easy to get for- 
giveness ; that even if he do not get forgiveness, that 
in the long run does not make much matter, for hell 
after all is not what Jesus Christ absurdly thought 
it, a fire everlasting and eternal, and God must, in 
the long run, whether He likes or not, permit us all, 
saints and sinners, to be permanent participators in 
His own glory. Very many people have we to teach 
boldly, or to hint obscurely some such doctrines 
as these. And those people are no mere young 
insignificant persons who will do aaything to be- 
come notorious, but whom fortunately few people 
think of noticing at all. Some of the very best of 
modem minds are engaged on the devil's side. 
Our popular books, our popular newspapers, our 
popular literary publications in general, are all 
more or less in the devil's hands. They teach 
almost everything that the devil wants men to be- 
lieve. They ignore almost everything that the devil 
wants men to forget. The devil is anxious that 
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men's thoughts should confine themselves to the 
poor, narrrow, visible things about us, and therefore 
are our popular teachers inspired to draw marked at- 
tention to the wealth, and strength, and beauty, and 
learning, and genius, aud grandeur, and general 
excellence of our generation. The devil does not 
like that men's thoughts should travel to the terribly 
certain, vast, invisible things beyond us, to the heaven 
made for hope, and the hell made for fear; and, 
therefore, our modem popular writers, gifted with 
much eloquence for other matters, have no gift of 
eloquence for the Christiau heaven or the Christian 
heU. And so has it come about in modem times that 
where there is not rank ignorance, the devil succeeds 
very often in stationing error and untruth. And 
thus are our little boys and little girls, blindfolded 
and unconscious, led to ruin. They are put upon 
the wrong road, and the wrong road is made to look 
much more pleasant than the right ; but the pitfall 
and the precipice are waiting in the way. False 
lights are himg out upon the coast and are made to 
look generous and cheerful through the gloom ; but 
the vessel gets in among the breakers, and the rocks 
are there, and only when she is bruised, and crushed, 
and gashed, and torn, and broken, is it at last known 
that the lights were, not lamps in the hands of friends, 
but torches kindled by robbing wreckers and pitiless 
pirates hidden upon the shore. But all too late; 
the seas like the rocks are pitiless, and the vessel 
goes down. 



54 Sennom. 

So, then, my Brethren, these three agencies, want, 
and ignorance, and error, are the three great agencies 
that Satan employs in his war with God. He has, 
of course, others too ; but it is upon want, and igno- 
rance, and error, that he principally relies. And you 
yourselves know, far better, indeed, than I can know 
it, how eflfective he finds the three. Hunger, and cold, 
and Mendlessness, especially when ignorance and error 
aid them, are bitter foes. Even strong grown men 
have cause to fear them. Over even strong grown 
men they have often prevailed. But it is against the 
young, and soft, and tender, that they are specially 
successful. The young body easily succumbs to 
pain ; the yoimg mind easily acquiesces in ignorance 
or imtruth. Now, we are all, by birth and profes- 
sion, soldiers of the Lord, and bound to oppose our- 
selves to the three allies of the devil, — error, and igno- 
rance, and want. We are, therefore, bound specially 
to oppose these three when they attack the young. 
And the obligation regards, in the first place, and 
primarily, those among the young who are attacked in 
that particular portion of God's battle-ground where 
God has placed us. We are bound, primarily, to 
defend, each in his own way, the youth of our own 
locality. It is to ask you to do that that I am here ; 
and I am going to ask you now. 

And, my Brethren, I shall begin by admitting 
that the calls upon your charity are very frequent 
and very pressing. I shall go on to admit that these 
calls have ever in times past been met by you with 
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swift and noble generosity. And then I shall ven- 
ture to affirm that to the present appeal you will 
respond not less kindly than you responded to the 
appeals of old. I have no doubt about it. And, 
indeed, my Brethren, they whose cause I am plead- 
ing now are very special objects for your Christian 
pity. More than one thousand little children cry 
out to you for assistance. You, yourselves, know 
very well how much they want it. Poverty is plen- 
tifdl enough in aU parts of Ireland. Everywhere 
there is abundant ignorance. There is no lack of 
false teaching anywhere we go. Bags and wretched- 
nefls, Btupidity and lying, meet us at every turn. 
But in that wide populous district from which your 
Parish Schools are supplied with pupils, there is much 
more than the average amount of want, and igno- 
rance, and error. All you who know this city must 
know that that is true. Alas ! even a stranger can 
quickly know it by taking a glance at the surroimd- 
ing lanes. You will soon see there among what favour- 
able circumstances the devil fights; what great 
chances there are that his cause here will eventually 
prevail. How can boys and girls grow up unble- 
mished in those dens of dirt and desolation, miscalled 
homes of the poor ? How can they grow up with a 
sense of honesty when they must very often either 
steal or starve? How can they grow up with a 
sense of decency, half-naked themselves, and asso- 
ciating with people half-naked too P How can they 
oome to know God or man when they very often 
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have to spend their childhood among the dogs, and 
dirt, and garbage of the lane ? How can they ever 
lift themselves above the low level of their birth, 
while their manners are the manners of beasts, their 
passions under no control, and their minds utterly 
vacant of even the little learning without which seK- 
advancement is, in these days, simply impossible? 
How can they become " good members of society," 
if, from the very nature of their case, they can hardly 
help regarding society as nothing else than their worst 
foe ? How can they be fit for heaven hereafter when 
their only training here, God help them, is the drunken 
obscenity, and the brutal immorality taught them 
from the doors of brothels and the dens of thieves ? 
My Brethren, they have only one way of escape. 
They look to you to leave it open. Tour pity 
can be their salvation, easing the hunger of their 
bodies, and enlightening the darkness of their minds. 
They implore your pity. They ask you to be their 
guardians in the present, kindly and nobly, as you 
have been already their guardians in the past ; to 
fight for them— poor little creatures unable to battle 
for themselves ; to step in between them and the 
three agencies of hell ; and to tell the devils, plainly 
and manfully, that you are not going to see God's 
cause ruined, and little children lost, when a few poor 
coins can make the devil's defeat certain and God's 
victory secure. 

And, my Brethren, I should be very untrue to 
my own nature, and very disobedient to the voice of 
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justice, if I did not call your special attention to one 
body of those cliildren whose case I am trying to put 
before you. I suppose there is no one here whose 
reverence for religion has not been deepened, and 
whose faith in the radical goodness of humanity has 
not been strengthened by the generous seK-Jenial, 
and noble zeal of the ladies of the convent on 
George's-hill. It was my own fortune to be a wit- 
ness, and my own tendency to be a very unpreju- 
diced witness, of their labours for many months. I 
did not, I think, go amongst them with a likelihood 
of being rapturously enthusiastic about the merits of 
nuns generally, or of them in particular. But it was 
not possible to be with them long without having 
one's enthusiasm excited. Their extraordinary use- 
fulness did, I confess, surprise me. TUl I saw their 
work I had no notion.whatever of what disinterested, 
intelligent, systematic charity can do. I found it 
doing wonders on George's-hill. It is doing won- 
ders in the same place still. It has a comfortable 
home, and kindly womanly consolation for more than 
forty poor young orphan girls; it has food, and 
clothing, and tender care for more than one hundred 
of the poorer little children from the surrounding 
lanes ; it has instruction, and assistance, and counsel 
for all ; day after day seventeen ladies, delicate and 
tender, give themselves heart and soul to the iude- 
scribable drudgery of children's education. For the 
sake of the elect, the Scripture says, the evil days 
will be shortened ; for the sake of ten just, all Sodom 
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would have been seoure. And it sometimes appears 
to me as if the sanctity of George's-hill were, in 
God's mercy, accepted as a sort of set-oflf against the 
sinfulness of Bull-lane ; as if the curses of the one 
were nullified by the blessings of the other ; as if the 
light of the convent illumined even the blackness of 
the brothel ; and as if the children whom the nuns 
sanctify, kept God &om letting His lightnings loose 
upon those terrible men by whom prostitutes are 
patronized, and impurity raised up to be a fixed evil 
in the land. My Brethren, for you, as Christians, 
it would be a crying shame ; for you, as inhabitants 
of this locality, it would be a ruinous mistake, if the 
zeal of the nuns were not encouraged. And» my 
Brethren, I am here to ask you to encourage it 
now. 

And, my Brethren, what return — ^thisis a business 
age — what return can I promise you for all the good 
I am asking you to do ? When I tell you to enrol 
yourselves as soldiers against these three foes of God, 
want, and ignorance, and error, what rewards can I 
guarantee to you from the great Captain that com- 
mands us all P My Brethren, I shall begin my answer 
by saying what I am sure you wish me to say — 
namely, that to do good, to be a benefactor to one's 
people, is, without any recompense of an external 
kind, in itseK its own reward. To be virtuous, it was 
said of old, is to be happy ; to make others virtuous 
brings with it that divine sense of usefulness in God's 
kingdom which St. Chrysostom regarded as the 
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nearest earthly approach to heavenly joy. The only 
happiness worthy of a man, and suited to a man's 
nature, is the happiness based on a consciousness of 
real personal desert. Man's earthly business is to 
work, and his highest earthly glory is working well. 
The great Apostle, St. Paul, said many things in 
praise of men, but he never dignified them more than 
when he called them fellow- workers of God. The 
man who makes a blade of grass grow where no grass 
was hitherto growing, is, it has been weU said, a be- 
nefactor of the race. He is, it may be furthermore 
said, a greater benefactor of the race than are some 
of our greatest and most famous warriors. For they, 
for the most part, do nothing but destroy — barring, 
oftentimes, for many years the onward progress of 
humanity — while what he does, little though it be, 
goes to increase the simi of human comforts, and to 
push men onward from the narrowness of the pre- 
sent to the fullness of the future. Now all that be- 
ing the case, we can easily infer what happiness 
will be his who assists the cause for which I now ad- 
dress you. He will have the consciousness of having 
done a good and noble deed ; of bringing happiness 
where all was sorrow ; of bringing Kght where all 
was darkness; of bringing truth where error was 
abounding ; of bringing warmth into little hearts, and 
joy into little faces, and splendour into little souls ; 
of putting desolate but immortal children in a fair 
way of growing up, not stunted in soul, and stunted 
in body, but both in body and in soul, tall and beau- 
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tiful before the Lord. And the man who has such a 
consoionsness as that, has, it appears to me, purchased 
for a little money, a joy, calm and tranquil to be 
sure, but certain to abide, and to warm him for ever 
when other noisier and more violent delights, also 
procurable for money, shall, not without leaving their 
sting behind them, have all passed away. 

And, my Brethren, even though for your charity 
there were to be no assignable positive reward, it is, 
at all events, pretty certain that you will be no loser 
thereby. Money given for God's sake has never yet 
left the giver a whit the poorer for the giving* We may 
be perplexed to see the cause of the fact, but the fact 
itself is sure. Experience evidences even more; shows 
that, even in a worldly way, the charitable prosper, 
that far from losing by alms-deeds, they gain thereby ; 
that the bread cast upon the waters comes up an 
hundred-fold after many days. . And that, indeed, is 
only what a wise person ought to expect. For you 
see, my Brethren, God is in the world after all. He 
rules it stUl ; and He rules it for the benefit of those 
that love Him. He may occasionally, for His own 
ends, leave His enemies in plenty, but He does not 
as a rule leave His friends in want. Perhaps that is 
debateable ; perhaps even, it is untrue. But, at all 
events, this is not imtrue, that if we lend God money,, 
it will be paid us back with abimdant interest. The 
payment will ofteuQst, one may expect, be instanta- 
neous ; sometimes, I admit, it may be delayed ; but 
this is everlastingly certain that money lodged with 
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God is lodged with a banker who is for ever generous, 
and in a bank which can never fail. 

For, my Brethren, there is, at least, one reward 
that I can promise you, with no reservation whatever, 
and I can give you, not my word, which is nothing, 
but God's word which is all, for a security. And this 
reward is such a one as no wealth of earth, by itseK, 
could purchase. Upon such an old subject it is not 
easy to say anything new. But I do not want to say 
anything new ; I do not want to tell you anything 
which you do not yourselves know, just as well as I, 
cJready ; but I want to remind you of a fact upon 
which, no matter how well you know it, you cannot 
ponder too often or too profoundly. And the fact is 
this — (you will find it recorded in the twenty-fifth 
chapter of the Gospel according to St. Matthew) — the 
fact is this, when Jesus Christ, talking of the last 
judgment, tells what manner of people will get to 
heaven, and what manner of people will be con- 
demned to heU, He describes the just as being saved 
by alms-deeds, and the unjust as being damned for 
their hardness towards the poor. That, you must 
see, is very significant. And in another place, the 
same Jesus Christ pledges His word that not even 
a cup of cold water given in His name shall go with- 
out its reward. And what shall be the reward? what 
is that great eventual payment of which all present 
payment is one instalment and no more ? Alas, my 
Brethren, our sight is dim, and we cannot see ; our 
words are weak and we cannot tell. Where St. 
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Paul had no hope of success, trial on our part would 
be arrant folly. We can only sit down, sad of heart 
and vacant of speech. " Eye hath not seen, nor ear 
heard, neither had it entered into man's heart to con- 
ceive." But this is enough to say, when a king 
pays, he pays like a king ; and when God rewards, 
He rewards divinely. Alms-deeds, in thatchapter of 
St. Matthew to which I referred you, are repaid with 
life eternal. Tour assistance to our little children 
will have no smaller reward. Spend your money 
upon yourselves — ^ignoble pleasure here, everlasting 
pain hereafter. Spend your money upon Jesus 
Christ, giving comfort to His poor ones, and Hght to 
His blind ones, and when you yourselves stand poor, 
and blind, and naked, before your Judge, He will 
have a robe of richness to put about you, a house of 
glory to give you for a home, full and plenty for you 
in His promised land ; nay, dominions to assign you 
where, God for your friend, angels for your compa- 
nions, you shall rule and reign as kings and queens 
with Christ and Mary for ever. 

But, my Brethren, besides the reward promised to 
alms-deeds in general, you will have yet another re- 
ward, promised specially to such charity as yours, 
"They," says Daniel, "who instruct others unto 
justice, shall shine as stars for all eternity." That 
promise of the prophet will be fulfilled in you. They 
truly instruct others unto justice who afford these 
others the means of instruction. That man truly 
feeds the hungry who supplies the money by which 
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the food is bought. That man truly enlightens 
ignorance who employs the teacher that gives 
the enlightenment. So that when your stay here 
is ended, and your place in heaven comes to be 
pointed out, you may expect it to put you, not among 
the lower and less distinguished saints, but among 
the Prophets and Apostles, Evangelists and Doctors, 
Masters and Scholars, who have raised up the fallen 
truth, and struck down the conquering lie ; whose 
words on the earth were as light and fire ; whose 
brows, once so sad and rugged, are smooth and re- 
splendent in heaven now ; whose name and fame wiU 
live when kings and emperors are forgotten ; when 
even sun, and moon, and stars have vanished &om 
the sky. 

And, my Brethren, I have kept the most touching 
reward for the latest mention. An orphan's curse, 
it has been said, can drag a soul &om the gates of 
heaven ; an orphan's blessing, it may be said, can 
lift a soul from the gates of hell. As the curses of 
UttleohildrenBurroundaman'BpathwaywithadeyU's 
darkness, so the blessings of little children surroimd 
a man's pathway with the light and glory that come 
fix)m &od. Neither here nor hereafter has that man 
much cause to be afraid who is followed and shielded 
by the prayers of little children. Of such as they is the 
kingdom of the Father ; prayers such as theirs are 
surest and speediest in the ears of God. And then for 
you ! when more than a thousand little voices ask God 
to save you — ^the voices of the innocent whom yoii have 
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kept from sin ; the voices of the destitute whom you 
have kept from sorrow— do you think it wiU be easy 
for God to let you come to woe ? When the good 
you do to-day fructifies and multiplies as all good 
will do for ever ; the children that you teach, teach- 
ing others ; the children that you make happy, giv- 
ing happiness to others ; and these, in their turn, 
sending on the light and warmth, on and on to the 
latest generations ; when in that way your little mite 
becomes a million, and in that way your little mole- 
hill grows into a mountain ; when all God's Church 
becomes eventually your debtor, and the God that 
never slumbers sees it all, do you think your case 
with Him can in anywise be insecure ? He cannot 
hurt a hair of you ! Both His heart and His promise 
tie Him. He was hungry, and you gave Him food ; 
He was naked, and you gave Him raiment ; He, in 
the person of our little children, was ignorant and 
blind, ypu brought Him kindly and tenderly into 
kingdoms of knowledge and lands of light. There- 
fore, when your time here is over, will He tell you, 
to take your everlasting reward. He, himself, will 
be there to give it. Up to heaven will he lead you, 
up to the ranks of saints, up to the choirs of angels, 
up to the seven spirits, and the Elders twenty-four, 
followed ever by the souls that call you saviour, 
praised for ever, caressed for ever by them all, in that 
great unclouded land where we shall all yet be as little 
children about our Father's feet ; no hunger, no cold, 
no nakedness, no ignorance, no error, no flaw of any 
kind to mar our happiness for evermore ! 



IV. 



THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.* 



" I will give peace in your coasts ; you shall sleep, and there 
shall be none to make you afraid. I will look on you and make 
yon increase. I will set my tabernacle in the midst of you, and 
my soul shall not cast you off. I will walk among you, and 
will be your God, and you shall be my people." — Leviticus, 

xxvi. 6, 9, 11, 12. 

• 

The greatest puzzle of all the puzzles of our modem 
life, my Brethren, is to find a trace of God among 
us. In the streets of the city, on the highways of 
the ooimtry, in the words or the deeds of men, in the 
hot folly of the young, or the withered dryness of 
the old. His footsteps are found no more. Practically, 
our modem life has got rid of Him at last. It has 
at last discovered, that it can get on without Him ; 
that His laws and counsels interfere impertinently 
with the industries of men ; that He is certainly a 
useless person, and probably a nuisance in these 

* This Sermon was preached at the inaugural Mass of a 
Forty Hours' Adoration in the Church of the Three Patrons, 
Rathgar. 
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eager, progressive times ; and that, therefore, the best 
thing people can do is to ignore Him utterly ; or, if 
not that, then at least to jostle Him pleasantly aside. 
And so have we got this nineteenth century. Godless, 
Kingless, mad, phrenzied ; where vacant faces are very 
plenty, and thoughtful faces very few ; where all the 
talk is of art, and science, and commerce, and cattle- 
shows, and politics, and war (as though these were in 
every sense the main business of men), while for the 
gretit one thing necessary^ there is but a quiet shrug, 
or a lazy haK hour ; where the old worship of martyrs 
and virgins has been supplanted by an idolatry of 
poets and politicians ; where all mouths and all news- 
papers are full of Bismarck, but scarcely any mouth 
or any newspaper is fall of God. And therefrom, 
my Brethren, has grown up the weary, eyeless unbe- 
Uef which recognizes nothing in the world but what 
the bodily eye can light on — men, and women, and 
fields, and houses, and such like ; which looks upon the 
earth as a big market for buying and selling, for marry- 
ing and giving in marriage ; which has a sort of notion 
that the sun was made to show off silks and feathers, 
and the moon to point out where the cart-tracks lie ; 
which sees no God in the world, and so robs man of 
his only comfort, and earth of its only glory. And, 
hence has furthermore grown up that great silent 
sadness, deepening often to despair, which oppresses 
all our thoughtful men. They cannot help it. They 
are fallen on evil times. Looking out on the men 
and women about them — their aims and aspirations. 
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their achievements and acquirements — they cannot 
help but be despondent ; are forced somehow into the 
conclusion that the day of wrath is coming quickly ; 
that the fated age of barren faithlessness has at last 
begun ; that the fated wars and nmiours of wars have 
at last arisen, and that a wise man will hardly won- 
der if, at any moment, even as I speak, there comes 
the last great trumpet ringing in his ears. And 
small blame to think so. When the whole world, 
Jew and Gentile, had forgotten God, Jesus Christ 
appeared for the first time. The Saviour's second 
coming may be well expected when for the second 
time men are agreeing to ignore their God. They 
are agreeing to ignore Him now. God's presence 
among us is almost the sole glory of our lost huma- 
nity, and God's presence among us gets no more re- 
cognition than if He^ the master of the universe, 
lived a quiet, careless life, far, very far away. 

Nevertheless, my Brethren, despite all this, it is 
still a fact that our God is in our midst. His face, 
I dare say, is very gloomy, for the sights about Him 
are very sad ; but still is it true, and must be true, 
that, even in this dry-hearted, dead-eyed, ungrateful 
age, in Him we live, and move, and have our being. 
This earth is His, He made it. He was in it once, 
and He has not left it yet. It is His footstool, it is 
His home. It is the chosen place of all creation, 
where His love thought proper to carry out His 
greatest designs. It is a place of imprisonment cer- 
tainly, a place of banishment surely, but a place 

f2 
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where the exiles and the prisoners are watched over 
perpetually by higher and friendly powers. For, 
my Brethren, the story of Jacob's ladder is no foolish 
myth, but a sober reality. Angels are ever in our 
midst, coming and going round about us, playing 
and singing for our comfort ; giving us Uttle glimpses 
of the far land towards which we move, bidding us 
be of good heart for the journey's end is near ; nay, 
telling us for ever what for ever we forget, that our 
poor earth, with all its sin and all its sorrow, with all 
its gloom and all its graveyards, has yet a great glory 
right upon it, even the glory of God's face, that lights 
it up and makes it resplendent for evermore ! 

And, my Brethren, all that was true from the very 
beginning. Even in the dinmess and darkness of 
the old dispensation, God was here among His chil- 
dren. His face hidden, no doubt, but His hand felt ; 
now in love, as when He sent the manna ; now in 
anger, as when His thunders pealed from Sinai, or 
His fires rained down on Sodom or Gomorrah. But 
everything that was given in part in the Old Law 
was given entire in the New. And hence, in the 
New, God's presence among men was had in a new 
and sublimer way. For God Himself, the Second 
Person of the Blessed Trinity, came down to earth, 
became a man while remaining God, walked, talked, 
spoke, sorrowed, eat, drank, died at last like the 
meanest of us all. Earth did not stand amazed ; the 
men of earth were not dumb-stricken by the wonder; 
where the blood of all hearts should have been shed 
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to save Him, His own blood had to be expended for 
all ; and He died at last upon that hideous hill, an 
outcast and a felon, with Jewish spittle and Eoman 
buflfets for His reward. And yet, though one would 
think He had had quite enough of our society, for us 
we may say that He never died. For before His 
death He made a plan for remaining with us for 
ever. He instituted, and arranged that the institu- 
tion would be perpetual. He instituted the Sacrament 
of the Blessed Eucharist, where He himself, true 
God, true man, whole and entire, is really, truly, and 

* 

substantially present under the appearances of bread 
and wine. 

That, my Brethren, is Catholic Faith, and just as 
certain as that God lives, though people manage to 
forget Him. And were this pulpit a place for con- 
troversy, that Catholic Faith would be easily proven. 
But here I speak to those only who believe. Still, I 
cannot help, as I pass, expressing my admiration of 
the wonderful fitness (and the fitness of a doctrine is 
a proof of its truth), my admiration, I say, of the 
wonderful fitness of this glorious Catholic belief. 
Alas, what an un-Godlike thing, what an un-Christ- 
like thing it would have been if, having come to us 
for three-and-thirty years, Christ were then io go 
away, leaving our earth all the chiller and all the 
darker for having once felt the light of His eyes and 
the warmth of His smile ! Are not our hearts some- 
times well nigh broken remembering that the grand 
old days are past for ever, when the feet of Apostles 
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trod the earth, when walking up through Eome or 
Ephesus one might see St. Paul's heroic face or St. 
John's angelic eyes ; and how would our brows be 
darkened and our sense of deserted desolation inten- 
sified if our Christ had merely stopped a few little 
years in a little comer of the universe with stiff- 
necked, narrow-hearted Jews, and had not rather, as 
we believe, when He came once, came for ever ; when 
He came for one people, came for all peoples, sons of 
His Father, brothers of His own, and heirs to the 
kingdom not made by hands ! That latter, my 
Brethren, looks, 1 think, a little more in harmony 
with Christ's ways. And so, my Brethren, on that 
very night when His passion opened red and terrible, 
when the horrid shadow of His death was flung al- 
ready right upon Him, when the wonted melancholy 
of His face was deepening down into a solemn gloom, 
when His Father was already holding the full chalice 
to His lips, when men were about to signalize them- 
selves before devils and angels by a crime which 
neither angel nor devH can think of without a shudder, 
when the whips were tied, and the thorns plaited, 
and the nails forged, and the cross hewn, even then 
did our Jesus make up His mind that He would still 
keep with us despite it all. And no room for envy 
or for jealousy would He give. Not in Jerusalem nor 
on the Samarian mount alone, but in every land from 
the rising to the setting sun was His home to be. 
Eome, and Paris, and London, and Dublin, were to 
know His presence; nay, even here on our little 
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altar did He resolve to stand ; to come oul publicly 
as He will come to-day ; to comfort Himself for all 
His sorrow by the sight of all our joy ; to shower 
His benedictions in return for our little thanks ; and 
to prove to our own hearts that He is our own dear 
Jesus still, fit to lead us, fit to save us, even in these 
blind, bewildered days ! 

Now, my Brethren, having a clear notion of what 
this Blessed Eucharist is, realizing for ourselves that 
it is the God-man Jesus Christ — the same who long 
ago walked up and down the streets of Nazareth — 
there is naturally suggested the question, why is 
Jesus Christ there ? What aim and purpose can be 
His in abiding among men imder this sacramental 
covering ? For, that our divine brother Christ should 
stay among us in any shape, were a matter for suffi- 
cient wonder, so weak and miserable and uninterest- 
ing are we, but that having come to dwell with us. 
He should elect to do so imder the appearances of a 
little bread, is infinitely stranger. Yet will our 
wonder I think be of but brief duration if we consi- 
der at a little length the two main features of our 
Lord's character. 

For, my Brethren, this Jesus Christ was, in the 
first place, filled with an intense love of us all. It is 
an old story how a mother loves the first-bom of her 
womb. Yet all the loves of all the mothers, whose 
hearts were worn, and whose' eyes were dim from 
sleepless affection, would, massed and condensed to- 
gether, be to Christ's love for each of us, but as the 
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ripple of the streamlet to the roll of the sea, as the 
poor little cabin-fire which hardly has warmth for 
the circle of the hearth, to the great abiding sun 
which has heat, and light, and life, for all the human 
generations. His heart yearned, and longed, and 
thirsted after us. He could not part Himself from 
our fortunes and ourselves. His delights were with 
the children of men. Proof whereof more than suffi- 
cient, were any proof necessary here, stares us in the 
fact that He left His Father's heavenly home, and 
came down to our earth, the place of graves. But 
proof at least as telling, and at the same time touch- 
ing us more just now, is found in the other fact, that, 
in the Eucharist, Christ has made Himself our visitor, 
and our companion for all time. Again, I say for 
Him, His delights were with the children of men. 
He could not leave us. He, the great elder brother, 
could not leave the little younger sons of His Father, 
weak and tottering, to themselves. And so did it 
come to pass, that the night before His death He 
found a way for Himself of staying with us even 
after the heavens had shut Him from the Apostles' 
eyes. We have Him here, Emmanuel. Our God 
is in our midst. There is nothing to prevent our 
speaking with Him all day long in the quiet still- 
ness of our chapel, even as St. Peter spoke to Him in 
the quiet stillness of the Judean hills ; there is no- 
thing to prevent our making Him the confidant of all 
our troubles, even as did Mary the sister of Martha, 
and a greater Mary still ; there is nothing to prevent 
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our telling Him, even as did Magdalen and the 
Thief, that His great love has shamed and conquered 
us at last, and that we are His, through weal and 
woe, to our dying day ; nay (and here is the mystery 
of mysteries, the love of loves), there is nothing but 
our own will to hinder us from taking Him daily as 
our daily bread. 

For, my Brethren, if Jesus Christ be in the Eucha- 
rist to show His love, it is to show it in some special 
way. And, from the second feature in our Lord's 
character, that way is sure to be the way most con- 
ducive to our gain. For, after His great love, spring- 
ing indeed necessarily therefrom, comes His great 
desire of self-sacrifice for men. That desire shines 
out through all His human history. It made Him 
come down to earth. It made Him come to live a 
life of sorrow ; it made Him come to die a death of 
shame. And, therefore, when He vouchsafes at last 
to abide permanently among us, we may be certain 
that His purpose in so abiding is in some way to sa- 
crifice His self for men. And, indeed, this much is 
obvious enough that, whether He does it for our 
benefit or not, Jesus, by remaining with us in the 
likeness of bread, robs Himself of His natural glory. 
Wherever His living body goes, it has the right to 
go with all imaginable, and more than all imaginable 
splendour. Here, on our little altar, it has the right to 
flash out with a true God's magnificence, even as it 
will on the Judgment Day. But Jesus foregoes the 
right. He sacrifices Himself again. And this last 
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sacrifice of His is under certain aspects the greatest 
of all. In Bethlehem, the Lord of glory appeared 
as a little shivering child ; in Nazareth, the Lord of 
glory appeared as a little carpenter's boy ; on Cal- 
vary, the Lord of glory appeared as a sentenced felon, 
meeting a felon's death ; but in the Eucharist, not 
alone His Godhead, but even His manhood is hid- 
den away and covered over, and the Lord of glory 
makes Himself manifest as a bit of bread and a sup of 
wine! 

But, my Brethren, where is the special end of 
Christ's staying with us in that special sacramental 
way ? What special benefit to man is His spirit of 
self-sacrifice seeking there ? My Brethren, it was 
always very much the way of the saints to make the 
answer to these questions familiar to others as it was 
familiar to themselves. Their hearts were very full 
of the conviction that, for the man who lives as a 
man ought, this earth will be an earth of sadness, 
and his plot of it a vale of tears. And the experience 
of us all shows that the saints were right. The years 
of a man are short and bitter ; there is no one of us, 
my Brothers, who has not been often tempted like 
Job to curse the day when it was said in his father's 
house that a man-child was bom. Why, my Bre- 
thren, shall we try to conceal it from one another, 
when no one among us can manage to conceal it from 
himself? Do not the winds moan, and the rains 
beat, and the flowers decay, and the fruits fall, and 
the skies darken, and the sunshine grow dead and 
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cold, and do we not all know that so will it be with 
each of US till we are put into the last home where the 
sunshine of the earth shall touch our brows no more ? 
And, as we move onward towards that death and 
darkness, do we not all know how the years will 
treat us ; light and gloom, growth and decay, flowers 
and thorns, grapes and thistles, pleasure in our 
youth, and then, when old age comes, the waves 
beating, and moaning, and threatening from that 
far-oflf ocean of eternity to whose shores we are all 
bound. Ah, my Brethren, even our youngest and 
brightest here has got to feel it. Every man's life 
is a life of sadness, a wearisome, up-hill journey, 
where stones are sharp, and chasms are treacherous, 
and strength is small ; where even the very best and 
bravest of us are oftentimes in very brokenness of 
spirit fain to lie down and to move no more. Well, 
my Brethren, mournful as all that must necessarily 
be, there is at least one comfort — Jesus knew it and 
knows it all. Good reason He had to know it, as 
these three-and-thirty years of His would be able to 
tell. And, knowing what we had to bear, sympa- 
thising with all our sorrow, heart-broken for all our 
pain, therefore did He determine to give us a food 
whereby the yoke would be sweetened and the bur- 
then lose its weight. And that food was to be the 
Strong God and the Sweet God, the bread of the 
brave and the wine springing up into virgins, even 
Himself, the centre and origin of strength and sweet- 
ness, wherever strength and sweetness are found to 
be. 
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I say then, my Brethren, that these two charac- 
teristics of Christ, His love for men and His desire 
to sacrifice Himself for men's benefit, explain the 
institution of the Eucharist, and I say that nothing 
else could explain it. And these two characteristics 
are radically the same. Perhaps I should rather say 
that they are different and distinct, but that one is 
a necessary consequence — I use the word necessary in 
its looser sense — is a necessary consequence of the 
other. Christ's great love could not ease itself except 
in sacrificing Christ's self for man. It would not let 
Him rest. In another, such terrible love would have 
been a sort of madness, breaking down the weak 
mind which could not bear the perpetual tension of 
one great thought and one great desire. In Him it 
was^ not and could not be a madness, but yet He 
gave it power to sway His entire soul. He had a 
baptism wherewith He would be baptised, and He 
himself tells' us that He was in perpetual pain till 
that bloody baptism had come. And hence the great 
self-sacrifice on Calvary. But even then He had no 
rest from His love. He must still be doing wonders 
to prove that His delights wore with the children of 
men. And therefore has He put himself in the 
Eucharist, stripped of His greatness and shorn of 
His glory ; in appearance, not only robbed of His 
manhood, but made lower than the lowest of living 
things. Shall I go on further telling you how His 
love shines out through this sacrament of himself? 
There is no need, my Brethren. The fact is one 
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which there is no ignoring. It is only a sober truth, 
not in any sense a pious exaggeration, that saying of 
the saints that, in the Eucharist, Christ's love ex- 
hausted itself, emptied itself out from top to bottom. 
The last effort of Christ's heart was the greatest. 
Having loved His brothers He loved them to the 
end. He did His very best at the Last Supper. When 
He gave Himself He had nothing more to give, and 
when He gave Himself for food He had no other 
sacrifice to make. Even on Calvary His oflfer of 
Himself is not, in one respect at least, as complete as 
His oflfer of Himself in the Eucharist. For, whereas 
on Calvary He was perfectly free, and might at any 
moment have baflled the death that sought Him — 
what had He to do but to ask for ten legions of 
angels ? — in the Eucharist He is free no more. As 
long as the Church stands He must obey her conse- 
crating priests ; and obeying her priests He must 
come down upon her altars, must come down, not 
in His glory and His majesty, but in a lowliness 
lower than the lowliness of Bethlehem, and in bonds 
stronger than the bonds of Pilate's hall. 

This then, my Brethren, is what Christ says from 
the altar : " I loved you all," He says, " with an 
everlasting love. In the stillness of my eternity I 
was planning out your happiness in time — and when 
the time came it foimd me ready. A hard task and 
a bitter task had your sins made for me, but my great, 
solemn, imswerving love would never let me put the 
task aside. And so was it brought about that my 
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life to the last breath was given in your service, that 
my blood to the last drop was spilled for your salva- 
tion, that my power of endurance for your sakes was 
tested as fiercely as men or devils could devise. What 
matter ! My sorrows are over now, tears and tribu- 
lations can visit me no more ; I have little need of 
raking up the red memories of what I suflFered, for all 
the world knows that while there was anything to 
suffer for you I endured it all. And when at last all 
was over, and the battle won, and my Father's glory 
given into my hands, still was my love for you all 
unconquered. I wanted to be with you still ; still 
were my delights with the children of men. I, your 
God, am not ashamed to confess that I loved you, my 
creatures. I am not ashamed to confess even that I 
was heart-sick for some return. I would force you 
to love me at least a little. I wanted you to feel that 
I was really your brother now, that there was a God 
in the world at last whom you could clasp with your 
human hands, and kiss with your human lips, and 
cling about in all the kindly ways that befit hu- 
manity ; that the abyss between God's greatness and 
your littleness had been bridged across when I be- 
came incarnate ; that henceforth there was to be no 
room for fear, for that at length I, your elder Brother, 
with all my strength and all my tenderness had come 
to live with you, to comfort you in every sorrow, to 
defend you from every foe, to lift you up at last to 
that bright and happy land where our common Father 
keeps for ever our glory for us all. And therefore, 
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ye children of men ! did I put myself into your 
priests' fingers to be your strength and comfort, your 
light and heat, your glory and boast, nay, your meat 
and drink for evermore !" 

To such words as these, my Brethren, what is the 
answer that your lives are giving ? When the day 
(rf account has come, and these lives are spread out 
for all the world to see ; when He, who was your food 
in the Eucharist, becomes your Judge in Jehosaphat ; 
what, I say, will be your lives' answer to your Sa- 
viour's love. A great return, remember, you are 
bound to make : even the greatest that your powers 
can manage. There is endless love to be repaid, end- 
less suffering to be grateful for ; endless tenderness 
to win your tears. And the question I put you now, 
the question I ask you to put yourselves, is this, have 
you repaid the love, or felt the gratitude, or shown the 
tears ? And I am very much afraid that the hearts 
and consciences of most of you must answer no. Nay, 
I am very much afraid that most of you have rarely, 
if ever, tried to get a fitting notion of what you are re- 
quired to do. There are men who will not pay their 
debts, but will still admit that they are bound to pay 
them. There are other men who will neither pay their 
debts,nor admit that they are bound to pay them. I am 
inclined to think that among God's debtors, many of 
you belong to the second class. 

For, my Brethren, consider what your lives would 
be if you really brought home to yourselves the mean- 
ing of the Eucharist, and the relations it bears to 
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you all. Did not the holy Jacob build an altar of 

reverence where an angel's feet had touched the 

ground P Did not the obedient Moses, with bared 

head and bared feet, worship in awe before the burning 
» 

bush ? Did not the " most devout King David dance 
with joy around the ark of God P" But what, think 
you, would Jacob have done, or Moses have done, or 
David have done had their eyes opened in our holier 
times P What would they have done if they had 
stood, as you are standing, not before any mere life- 
less wood as the bush was, and the ark was, not be- 
fore any mere dependent creature as an angel is 
and the Queen of angels; but before, ay, bodily 
before the Babe of Bethlehem, and the Boy of Naza- 
reth, and the Man of Calvary, and the Lord of all ! 
For behold, my Brethren, He is here ! That there 
is no gainsaying nor getting over. Sunday after 
Sunday, day after day. He comes upon that altar ; 
day after day, night after night, Ho abides upon it. 
No lightnings, no thunders, no angel-trumpets, nor 
blood-red suns, nor falling stars, nor trembling lands, 
nor shaken seas to announce His coming, but here 
He is, as truly and as surely as He will sit in the 
valley on the Judgment Day. And yet, my Bre- 
thren, you think not of it all. For, suppose now 
that, for just one moment, He started up there visibly 
upon His altar with the same woimds of hands and 
feet, and side, and forehead, as Thomas saw ; with 
the same soft words of tender rebuking for your 
faithless coldness, as Thomas heard ; with the same 
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sweet look of love as won over Peter, and Magdalen, 
and the Thief; with the same sweet and tender 
mouth as told the poor adulteress to go and to sin no 
more ; what I ask, would your conduct be ? And 
yet, my Brethren, even then our Great Brother 
would not be one whit more present, more really, 
truly, and substantially present before you than He 
is each Sunday that you stand at Mass. And since 
your conduct now is not what your conduct would be 
were His face to visibly appear, therefore do I say 
that you have not, in any true sense, recognized 
the meaning of the Eucharist at all. 

For, my Brethren, what, of a Sunday, is your con- 
duct here? Is it the conduct of men whose God is 
before their eyes, whose faces are turned to His, into 
whose eyes, and hearts, and souls, their God is look- 
ing P My Brethren, it is no desire of mine to speak 
harshly to you, or in any way to give you needless 
pain. No Catholic preacher can have any such de- 
sire. But then, every preacher must be true to 
himseK, and true to his hearers, and true to God. 
Caring for his own honesty, for his hearers' salvation, 
and for God's success in the war with Satan, he 
cannot be gentle with ingratitude, nor tender with 
hardness of heart. Now, I know well that you, here 
before me, have many things to urge in self-defence ; 
that you are charitable, and honest, and docile, and 
attached to our Holy Church; that you are very 
much above the average Catholic of the time ; that 
your dryness, coldness, insensibility to Christ's pre- 

G 
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sence, is as much your misfortune as it is your fault, 
for that living in an age and atmosphere of little- 
nesses, it is next to impossible for your acts and 
sympathies to be great. But, no matter whence your 
present state arises, am I not telling the simple, un- 
exaggerated truth, when I say that you are both un- 
grateful and hard of heart; that you are not repaying 
your Saviour's love, nor grateful for your Saviour's 
sufferings, nor touched by your Saviour's tears P For 
otherwise, I say, how could you be callous and care- 
less before Him ; how could your hearts be easy in 
His presence ; how could your tears be frozen when 
His face is nigh ; how could your hands, or lips, 
or eyes, do anything to give Him pain ? And when 
I say that you are callous, and careless, and tearless 
in His presence, and, worst of all, given to pain your 
Saviour, I think you will own that I say the truth. 
But, my Brethren, besides this insensibility to His 
sacramental presence here, there is yet another, and 
if possible a more lamentable way in which Christ's 
great gift of the Eucharist has been given very much 
in vain. It is as clear as Eevelation can make it that 
the Blessed Eucharist was instituted for our food. It 
is just the only food that can be had for nothing. 
The Church wishes us, nay, entreats us to eat it often; 
and if we do not eat it often, we shall probably have 
no spiritual life at all, and certainly turn out but 
" starved specimens of humanity." Now, my Bre- 
thren, just see how the matter lies, and how absurdly 
inconsistent the Catholic population has become. 
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Our Life Insurance Companies get aLundance of 
patronage, though their rates are high ; our Medical 
Doctors are numerous, though they will not employ 
their skill for nothing. (Alas, what expensive hunt- 
ing after health is the main portion of modem bio- 
graphies !) But here is Jesus Christ calling on you 
daily for His sake and God's sake as well as for your 
own, to come and ensure your life and health for ever ; 
here He is, from day to day, waiting patiently in 
His own house to give meat and drink to all that 
want it (and who is without the need?) and yet 
many of you come here day by day, weakly of con- 
stitution, with chances of life but meagre indeed, and 
still day by day decline to become guests at the 
Lord's table ! What, Iask,has bewitched the Catholics 
of these fearful times P Is it indeed a fact, as many 
great men suppose, that all strong faith, and all strong 
thought, have disappeared from among the masses, 
and that we have commenced to live some fearful 
machine-life without blood, or heat, or heart, or soul ? 
In a heathen age, when the only sure good was the 
good of the present — all the future being wrapped 
around with doubt and perplexity — ^it was hardly 
wonderful if men adopted the rule, " eat, drink, for 
to-morrow we die," but in a Christian time, pro- 
fessing Christian beHefs, with these beUef^brought 
out and sanctioned by God so clearly, that even He, 
writing upon the skies, could hardly make them 
clearer, what shall we say of men who have a God in 
their midst whom they quietly ignore, a God lovingly 
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asking them to His table which they persistently de- 
cline ! What are our modem Catholics looking for 
at all ? Is there anything on the earth below, nay, 
anything in the heaven above, better than Jesus 
Christ ? What food is so much wanted ; what food 
can be had so cheaply ; what food is so sweet to take 
as the Sacrament of Christ's Body and Blood P And 
yet most of you can seemingly afford to do without it. 
And this too though each one of you is weaker than 
the weakest reed, though against your weakness are 
banded together all the strength and all the cunning 
of hell, though on the same side with heU are fight- 
ing all the powers of the world, and all the powers of 
your flesh, though all the earth since Adam's fall, all 
its beauty and all its sweetness, has become one great 
gigantic temptation to hold down your hearts from 
the everlasting beauty and sweetness of God ! Alas, 
my Brethren, there is only too large a likelihood 
that all our modem world has changed into one vast 
lunatic asylum — the poor madmen trjdng, each in 
some foolish, childish way of his own, to assuage 
their poor unrest — and that the sooner God makes 
an end of it the better for the name and fame of 
our lost humanity ! 

But, my Brethren, I shall yet say that from you I 
expect hinceforth other and better things. On God's 
earth, and under God's heaven, there is no room for 
despondency, and very little room for grief. What 
has been done must remain as it is, but full time has 
been left you to do very differently. There is no 
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power to alter the bad past, but there is power to 
fashion the good future ; and the good future may 
make amends for the bad past. So, my Brethren, 
begin to-day. Now is the acceptable time ; now is 
the day of salvation. By-and-by will your King 
come out, kind and gracious, generous and noble, as 
in the old times of Magdalen and the Adulteress, and 
Peter and the Thief. On this His altar will He sit, 
before your very eyes, for forty hours. Eound about 
Him shall we gather all our best of earthly oflferings. 
Our flowers will bloom, and our lights will gleam, 
and our music peal, and our incense smoke, to do 
Him honour. Only little have we power to give, but, 
little or great, the Man of Calvary shall have it all. 
And while He looks down with His gentle smile on 
all our lights, and all our flowers ; and while He 
beckons lovingly towards Him the angels who would 
otherwise lie prostrate for ever on the altar steps. He 
shall (shall He not P) looking further down beyond 
the altar-rails behold a sight that will bring the joy- 
blood to both His cheeks — even the sight of all your 
hearts lighted up and burning along these benches 
as so many lamps before His feet, as so many joy- 
fires to show the world and the devil that your 
King has come ! And while the forty hours are pass- 
ing, you will feel (will you not P) that God, indeed, 
has visited His people ; that the earth is fairer, and 
the skies brighter, and your own bodies more light- 
some than they were on yesterday or the day before. 
And when the forty hours are passed you will look 
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(will you not ?) with new eyes on the world about 
you, feeling at length that it is holy ground, a sacred 
place where the Lord is dwelling, a place wherein men 
should live with a solemn cheerfulness, solemn be- 
cause God is with them, cheerful because He is from 
first to last a God of love. And then, my Brethren, 
what more P Why only this, that you will have 
solved that riddle of the universe which the wisdom 
of the wise, by itself, could never solve, — ^knowing 
how to live lives of genial, graceful goodness in an 
age of deepening and evil gloom. To you it will 
matter not that this earth is a vale of tears, for, right 
across the tears you will see the sunshine from God's 
countenance transfiguring them all into bright and 
precious things. Nor will you be much disheartened 
when you find out, as aU of you will find out in time, 
that Sin is beating God almost everywhere she meets 
Him, for you will remember that here there is the 
tender touch of the divine mercy, and (failing that) 
hereafter the swift spears of the divine revenge. Nor 
will you much care for the wars and rumours of wars 
that oppress the world, for you will be rather think- 
ing of that terrible trumpet which will bring a sudden 
and settled stillness over all. Nor will you be much 
afraid of the sorrows that oppress yourselves, for 
your eyes will gladden as, beyond the sorrows and 
the crosses, they see the crown. Neither will the 
certain gloom of your grave appal you, for you will 
be ever looking to it, not by any means forgetful of 
the voice to call you up therefrom, but with that 
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word of Jesus, ^^ whoso eats my flesh, and drinks my 
bloody has everlasting life, and I will raise him up on 
the last day" for ever and for ever in the ringing of 
your ears. And so, out beyond all this confusion 
which men call Life, beyond all its sin and all its 
sorrow, beyond all its clouds and all its tempests, 
beyond aU its roaring and all its raining — out, too, 
beyond that dark doorway, which men call Death, 
you will, see clearly your great reward. And that 
reward you will await with noble patience, walking 
on calm, quiet, fearless, steady, down all this night- 
time of the present, expecting cheerily that blessed 
day-time of the future, when Jesus will put aside 
His Sacramental covering, to show you His hands, 
and feet, and eyes, and lips, and heart, and soul, and 
Godhead in His Kingdom, and your Kingdom, with 
His Father, and your Father for evermore. 



V. 



THE BLESSED VIRGIN MARY.* 



*^ And it came to pass as He spake these things, that a certain 
woman lifted up her voice and said to Him, Blessed is the womb 
that bore Thee, and the breasts that gave Thee suck." 

Luke, xi. 27- 

It is not unknown to you, my Brethren, that greatly 
as we Catholics love the Mother of oiuf Lord, there 
are, on the other hand, many in the world who re- 
gard her with feelings of dislike or of disapproval. 
To our Protestant brothers she is not, unhappily, 
what she is to us. With them her name is a name 
to be, not, perhaps, exactly hated, but to be at all 
events in some sense ignored. Like her Son, she is 



* This sermon was preached on the Feast of the Presentation 
of the Blessed Virgin Mary, and it was preached in the Chapel 
of the Convent, George's-hill. The nuns of that Convent be- 
long to the Presentation Order. In the congregation to whom 
the sermon was addressed were, firstly, the Sisters of the Con- 
vent; secondly, a number of the "• Children of Mary;" and, 
thirdly, such other laics as the Convent Chapel could accom- 
modate. These remarks will explain the bearing of some allu- 
sions made in the sermon. 
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set up for a sign to be contradicted. If every gene- 
ration was to call, and has called her blessed, still, 
many in each generation have grudged her the name. 
And many are grudging it to her even now. Gene- 
rally speaking, no clear, direct charge is preferred 
against her in those present days, as was very much 
the custom in past days of ignorant, unthinking pre- 
judice—it being pretty weU known now that, against 
her, no clear, direct charge can possibly be sustained — 
but, by sidelong sneer and cunning inuendo, attempts 
are often made to bring suspicion upon her character. 
The old, cowardly plan of winking and head-shaking 
where open accusation might possibly be dangerous, 
is a plan of calumny still very much in vogue. It is 
about the only plan that is now used against the 
Virgin Mary. She is made to answer for the sins or 
stupidities of others, when she cannot be made to 
answer for faults or follies of her own. No one denies 
the beauty of the moon ; no one blames the moon if 
all her beauty is but the sim's reflection. But then, 
foolish people can come to say that the moon is wont 
to madden human brains. And so of our Blessed 
Mother. Every one has to admit her surpassing glory ; 
we on our part have no desire to conceal that all her 
glory comes to her from her Blessed Son. But then, 
we insist that that glory shall be duly admitted. 
And indeed very few, if they are Christians at all, 
are bold enough to deny that glory now. But still 
many, very many — good Christians, perhaps, in other 
ways — are bold enough to insinuate that our Mother's 
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glory has dazed the minds of her devoted sons, and 
that for the folly of the children the Mother herself 
is much to blame. 

Nevertheless, my Brethren, despite all this, it is 
still sublimely true, in the first place, that the Virgin 
Mother is blessed among all. In the whole list of 
God's mere creatures, there is not one that comes 
near to her. She is, not alone spotless — ^the angels 
are spotless too — ^but she is filled full of perfections 
to which neither angel nor archangel can make a 
claim. She is simply, after her Son's Humanity, the 
greatest work of God's hands. Many and marvel- 
lous things have these hands fashioned, but, save and 
except the human soul of Jesus, they never fashioned 
anything that even approached in excellence to the 
soul of Mary. Aroimd the great white throne of 
God are gathered many angels and many saints, 
simply overwhelming in their riches of perfection. 
Love, and purity, and intelligence, and valour, have 
their choicest productions there. The Michaels, and 
the Josephs, and the Thomases, and the Pauls, are 
each wonderful enough, but far and away, above and 
beyond all, is Mary, the Queen and Mother of all 
for evermore. 

And hence, my Brethren, does it come to pass that, 
heedless of unbelievers, the Church is ever straining 
herself to honour Mary more and more. Her heart 
is never at rest from thinking of God's mother. It 
is true enough that the first great problem of her life 
is to induce her sons to honour Jesus ; but it is also 
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true that the second great problem of her life is to 
induce her sons to honour Mary. Bather, perhaps, 
I should say, that the first great problem of the 
Church's life is to induce her sons to honour Jesus, 
and that the main method — so closely are the Blessed 
Two associated in the Church's mind — the main 
method in which she proposes to honour Jesus is by 
gaining honour for His Mother, Mary. And hence 
is she perpetually putting before her sons the claims 
to honour that Mary owns. The purity, and humi- 
lity, and kindliness of God's Mother are constantly 
recalled to the memories of the faithful. But to no 
point of view of the Virgin does the Church so often 
direct attention as to the general view of her unri- 
valled greatness. 

And, my Brethren, not only, as I have said, is it 
sublimely true in the first place that all the greatness 
and all the glory of the Virgin are indisputable, and, 
nowadays one may almost say, undisputed facts, but 
it is also sublimely true in the second place that all 
her greatness and aU her ^ glory are but the fit- 
ting consequences of her divinely-appointed office. 
Throughout all God's imi verse there are, in so far as 
depends on God, a perfect order and a perfect har- 
mony. Each one of God's creatures is, in so far as 
rests with its Creator, perfectly fitted to attain its 
end. And this is true not merely in respect of bees 
and trees, and flowers, and stars, and seas, but it is 
also true, and, as one would expect, true in a far 
grander way, in respect of the human soul and in 
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respect of the human family. The gifts of a man 
here are always proportioned to the office which God's 
will assigns him. The glory of a man hereafter is 
always proportioned to his greatness here. Now 
Mary was truly and really the Mother of God. Her 
womb bore BQm and her breasts did give BKm suck. 
Therefore, I say, Mary should be as perfect on eeirth 
and as glorious in heaven as, consistently with His 
everlasting designs, even God could make her. And 
this in some respects, my Brethren, not so much for 
Mary's s^ke as for God's own. In mere self-defence 
for instance. He could not permit her to be for a 
single instant soiled by sin. For did He permit it, 
then in that instant all hell would have the laugh 
against Him; God's own pedigree would have a 
stain upon it ; and evermore when Jesus would pro- 
claim His Mother's praises, — calling her, for instance, 
the crusher of the serpent's head — these bitter lips of 
Lucifer would hint that matters had undergone a 
rather important change, that the memories of heaven 
did not appear to be quite so tenacious as the memories 
of hell, that boasting about the Blessed Virgin was 
not a very safe procedure, that neither ought her Son 
to be so bold of speech, for that once upon a time the 
Mother of this Lord of Glory had been company 
fitted not so much for the sinless spirits of heaven as 
for the sinful spirits of hell. God would be very un- 
likely to do anything which would expose Him to 
such taunts as these. To render such taunts im- 
possible there was just one way. The Mother must 
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be without stain that the Son be without humilia- 
tion. 

But that is not all. Because Mary is God's Mother 
she must not only be without stain, as are the blessed 
angels, but she must be all perfect too. And such 
perfection would come to her, one would think, even 
as the natural result of her daily life. For that life 
was passed in the closest companionship with God. 
She gave Him His flesh and blood ; she bore Him 
in her womb ; her breasts supplied His earliest food ; 
she watched, with ever-increasing wonder, over His 
glorious boyhood and over His manhood more glo- 
rious still ; she was with Him through all His thirty 
years at Nazareth; she followed Him, stood by 
Him, drinking in His wisdom, living in His love, 
glorified by His kisses, strengthened by His caresses, 
from the night when earth had no welcome for Him 
at Bethlehem to the night when, on Calvary, earth 
had for Him its spittle, and its mockery, and its 
curses and its blows. Now if it be true that no man 
can touch pitch and not be defiled, it is also true that 
no man walks long by the side of the just without 
attaining to that beatitude of hunger for justice imto 
which fulness of justice has been promised by the 
Lord. What then shall we say of Mary, who for 
thirty-three years was in hourly intercourse with 
Him in whom as God all justice abode, from whom 
as man marvellous powers went forth, — went forth 
even from the poor garments that He wore, — ^the 
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glance of whose eye melted sinners into life-long 
tears! 

But, my Brethren, not solely npr principally, nor 
indeed in any great degree, was it from her intimacy 
with Jesus that Mary's peculiar perfection came. 
Such an intimacy was, by itself, calculated to do 
much, but for her it had comparatively little to do. 
It foimd her at its commencement already full of 
grace. From the beginning of her existence, God 
had marked her out as the Mother of His child. 
From the beginning He had fitted her to be so 
worthily. And, therefore, from the beginning should 
she be all perfect and all complete. At all events, 
whatever may be said about the nature of her life- 
long progress in grace and greatness, this much is 
true that her peculiar excellence is a resultant of her 
being the Mother of the Son of God, and the Spouse 
of the Holy Ghost. No one, if the King can help it, 
must equal in glory the spouse of the King. God's 
own Mother, if God can help it, must have no one of 
God's mere servants either her equal or near it. We 
may go even a step farther. Through all creation 
God of course is supreme. To no work of His hands 
does He owe anything, can He strictly owe anything 
in any way. Yet there is a sense in which here, as 
elsewhere, an exception must be made of Mary, in 
which here, as elsewhere, the voices of great saints 
have made her exceptional. She is just the one solo 
creature who in a tangible sense has laid God under 
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an obligation. For to her hehold the handmaid of the 
Lord Jesus Christ has in a tangible sense to give 
thanks for the large glory that surrounds His name, 
and for the larger glory that will come to crown it 
another day ; to her God has to give thanks that His 
whole human creation was not a failure and the single 
fall of Adam not made the ruin of all humanity. 
And as she was just the one creature to whom God 
was indebted, and as God should pay His debts 
divinely, therefore should we expect to see Mary 
put as far above all creatures as even the power of 
God could put her. 

But, my Brethren, there is no need whatever for 
special pleading in the cause of Mary's perfection. 
Is she not full of grace, blessed among women, the 
crusher of the serpent's head, the woman with the 
crown of twelve stars, beautiful as the moon, brilliant 
as the sun, terrible as an army set in array ; the tower 
of David, where a thousand warriors have hung their 
bucklers ; the second Eve, the Mother of the second 
Adam, the Mother of her Eedeemer, the Mother of 
her Creator, the Mother of her God, blessed in womb, 
and breasts, and lips, and eyes, and body, and soul 
for evermore ! Ah, my Brethren, there is no need I 
know for you that I should insist upon Mary's gi^eat- 
ness. We do not want to describe that greatness 
here. And were we to attempt to do so, we should 
scarcely succeed to our satisfaction. We might, in- 
deed, amplify without fear, for there would be no 
danger of real exaggeration, heap epithet on epithet, 
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and praise on praise, and we should still be giving 
only the meanest miniature of the greatness of Mary. 
The task of painting her with anything like her true 
proportions will be, inevitably, always far beyond us. 
For, the dignity of the mother increases in proportion 
to the worth of her son, and since the person of Jesus 
was infinitely worthy, the dignity of Mary was, in 
some loose sense, infinitely great. And anything 
which mixes itself with the infinite, is simply beyond 
the present grasp of man. So, for adequate apprecia- 
tion of her greatness, Mary must look to her Son and 
to her Spouse alone. The only human lips that could 
speak duly about her are heard on the ^arth no more. 
Not David the poet-king, nor Solomon with his wealth 
of wisdom, nor Isaias with his tongue of fire, would 
have adequate expression for the greatness of Mary, 
no, none of these, but only He, the preacher who 
long ago promulgated the new law of the eight bea- 
titudes from the Judean mount, and who, even as He 
spoke, saw afar that other mountain where His voice 
was to be hushed by the hammerstrokes of the Jews, 
and His eyes to lose their light, and His hands to 
hang stiff and motionless — the whole man dumb at 
last in the dumbness of death — with His Mother, the 
Hero-Woman, standing there in her agony of deso- 
lation, to be ever after, before God and before the 
world, for a martyr- witness of it all. Only He could 
describe her truly. What we must content ourselves 
with doing is simply this — we may look up at her, 
her greatness and her glory, half in wonder, half in 
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awe; we may speak a little about her greatness, 
stammeringly and sadly, as we have just been speak- 
ing ; we may call her by these sweet names which 
the wise Church has given her ; most of all, we may 
keep the memory of her surpassing greatness, as the 
Church desires us, alive and working in us through 
all our days. 

When, therefore, my Brethren, on this the feast 
of the Presentation of the Child-Mary, I commence 
the few words which I have got to say by echoing 
our Mother's greatness, I am only following the in- 
stincts natural to a Catholic. I am, indeed, only 
doing what the Church herself feels compelled to do. 
For, my Brethren, in her gospel of to-day, the Church 
has read for us one of the most striking, because one 
of the most earnest and most xmexpected proclama- 
tions of the Virgin's greatness, wherein, the poor, 
simple, Jewish woman, struck home with the glory 
which should come from being Christ's mother, 
shouted out blessed was the womb that bore Him 
and the breasts that gave TTityi suck. That is the 
gospel which the Church has selected for this feast 
of Mary's Presentation. And, at first sight, the 
gospel would not appear to be quite appropriate to 
the feast. But, my Brethren, all the Church's in- 
stincts, no less than the Church's thoughts, are shaped 
and guided by the Spirit of God. Whatever she 
determines to do, or feels herself urged to do, in re- 
gard of Mary, must, therefore, be not only touching 
as a proof of love, but right as a product of reason, 

H 
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And, for that cause, we- shall be prepared to find that, 
even on this feast of the Presentation, the Virgin's 
greatness is the grand> masteringthought which should 
possess our soids. 

For, my Brethren, what in point of fact was, after 
all, the root and foundatidn of Mary's greatness ? 
what in her was it that determined God to choose 
her and exalt her as no other mere creature was 
chosen or exalted P what is that one quality which, 
when we scrutinize the Virgin's virtues, surrounds 
and leavens all the rest, fixing their Umits, determin- 
ing their exercise, active, restless, thorough-going, 
challenging the admiration and praise of us all P 
My Brethren, in the present order of things, the root 
and foimdation of all supernatural created greatness 
is for every one the same. It is that one quality 
which shone out supreme and triumphant in every 
most testing portion of the Virgin's life ; at the In- 
carnation when her virginity was seemingly in peril ; 
again, when Jesus lefb her for His public mission 
which was to terminate, she weU knew how ; when 
Jesus was, before her very face, hooted, and scourged, 
and spat upon, and murdered ; when Jesus was taken 
to His glory, and she, for these twelve long, lonely 
years, was left upon the earth — cold and dark after 
His departure — ^to help on the youthhood of the new- 
bom Church. And the quality which shone out in 
Mary at all these trying times was her self-sacrifice 
to the will of God. Her words to the angel Gabriel, 
. are words that were ever in her heart. She was 
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always, and in all completeness, the handmaid of the 
Lord. She wsis always, and in all completeness, 
willing that the Lord should do to her according to 
His word. And in this respect it is that we trace iii 
her the most marked, as weU as the most important 
likeness to her Divine Son. His life we all know was 
destined to be, and was in point of fact, one long 
sacrifice, whereof the final and fitting blow was dealt 
on Calvary. Now, those whom God predestined to 
His own blessedness, those also, says St. Paul, did 
He predestine to be conformed to the image of His 
Son, and we are joint heirs with Christ, says the same 
Apostle, on this one condition that we make ourselves 
His fellows in suffering, as we would have ourselves 
made His fellows in Glory. Christ, therefore, was 
the model for all the saints of God, and the model 
exactly in His shape of victim. The greater the 
saint the nearer would that saint come in likeness to 
the model. And, therefore, as the Virgin was the 
greatest of aU God's creatures, the queen of aU His 
saints, she was also the one whose resemblance to 
Jesus was the fullest, and strongest, and closest. 
And, therefore, was she the one in whose life ruled 
the most completely, shone out the most brightly, that 
quality of self-sacrifice to God's will, which in the 
Book of the Lord, has put Christ's name down first 
for ever. In the head of the book it is written of 
Him, not that He was wise, and pure, and zealous, 
but that He should do God's will. 
Now, my Brethren, it is that very quality of Mary's, 
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self-sacrifice to the will of God, which makes itself 
the most prominent, indeed the characteristic virtue 
of the Presentation. For what does the Presenta- 
tion mean? My Brethren, I dare say the larger 
number of you know. But for those who do not 
know this is the meaning. The father and the mother 
of tiie Virgin were, as was to be expected, saints^ 
fearing and loving God. They had Uved long and 
happily together, but no child had as yet been bom to 
bless their union. Anna, the wife,prayed God to take 
away her barrenness — ^barrenness among the Jewish 
people was regarded as a species of disgrace — both 
she and her husband Joachim promising God solemnly 
that if He sent them a child that child would be de- 
voted to His special service. And God did send them 
a child, and the child was Mary. So, pursuant to 
their vow, when Mary wsis yet only three years old 
her parents brought her to the Temple at Jerusalem, 
and there presented her — ^the most glorious offering 
He had as yet received — for the acceptance of her 
Lord, And thus, Mary quitted her quiet home, left 
the hands and -eyes of her holy parents ; left every 
earthly thing to which the heart could lean ; hushed 
her little voice, and steadied her little eyes in awe of 
the still glory of God's house ; and for the Lord's 
sake, gave herself whoUy to the Lord. This, then, 
is what the Presentation means,— the complete self- 
devotion of Mary in her youngest and tenderest years% 
Nor be it said that such self-devotion was no bitter 
thing seeing that Mary was as yet a mere child, and 
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as a child, incapable of feeling very strongly, or of 
acting with any strict human merit at all. For, 
from the first moment of her existence, the Virgin's 
soul was, supematurally, all perfect, her capacities 
were, supematurally, all complete ; and in shape 
a child, she was in power to love, and in power to 
feel, in power to rejoice, and in power to sorrow, a 
perfect woman. Her soul wsis scarcely united to her 
body when she knew God and loved God, as by a 
mere creature He had never been known and loved 
before. She was not as we are, helpless, and well- 
nigh imthinking in her early years. From behind 
her infant eyes there looked forth a soul in all super- 
natural essentials, as kindly, and as majestically in- 
telligent as the soul that through her woman eyes 
saw the red crime of Calvary. 

Therefore, my Brethren, do I say that since the 
leading thought of to-day's festival is Mary's self- 
devotion to God's will, it must follow that an equally 
leading thought of to-day's festival is Mary's great- 
ness. And, therefore, on to-day have I expressly 
asked you to linV together in your minds these two 
ideas, always indeed in themselves inseparable, of 
Mary's greatness, and of Mary's self-devotion to God^s 
will. And here, again, I am only following in the 
footsteps of the Church. For, my Brethren, in this 
same gospel of to-day, while the Church reminds us 
of Mary's greatness by bringing to our notice the 
words which my text repeats, she is moreover very 
carefiil to put before us Christ's famous answer to the 
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woman who used those ^words. " Blessed," said the 
woman " is the womb that bore Thee and the breasts 
that gave Thee suck ;" and Christ replied, " Yea, 
rather blessed are they that know the will of God 
and keep it :" fro^ which words, not to touch on de- 
bated ground, the obvious substantial inferences are 
these two ; first, that apart from doing the will of 
God, all family relationship to Jesus is of small 
avail ; second, that Mary being supremely blessed, 
she was so precisely because she kept God's will with 
supreme perfection. 

And from these two points there foUows imme- 
diately the lesson which the Church wishes you to 
take to-day, the feast-day of Mary's Presentation. 
And this is how the Church addresses you. ** You," 
she says, "call yourselves the followers of Mary. 
Some of you have aspired to become specially her 
children. Some of you have had aspirations of even 
a higher kind, ambitioning to imitate that great act 
which to-day recalls, giving yourselves up wholly and 
unconditionally to the service of the Lord. But all 
of you claim, at the very least, to be Mary's follow- 
ers. You profess to be jealously tender of her fame. 
You cannot bear to have her honour questioned, or 
her greatness doubted. You call her by the sweetest 
names, your Mystical Eose, your Gate of Heaven, 
your House of Gold, your Morning Star. You fly 
to her as your protectress, and worship her as your 
queen. You have her images in your chapels, in 
your books, in your houses — nay, upon your very 
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persons you bear about mementoes of her glory, 
scapulars and medals, as so many sure safeguards 
against the fierce old Hon that never softens, the 
subtle old serpent that never sleeps. But remember 
through it all that such things as these please her 
not, honour her not, unless in some small way they 
make you like xmto herself, and partakers of her 
greatness. But partakers of her greatness, however 
slenderly, you will never be, except by the good old 
way of self-devotion to God's will. Bear yet in 
memory the words of Jesus written in the gospel of 
this feast. These words warn you that calling your- 
selves Followers of Mary, calling yourselves Children 
of Mary, calling yourselves by even higher and loftier 
names, will, of itself, have small power to save you, 
and that if you do not work God's will where He has 
placed you to work it, and as well as you are able, 
you are little better, no matter iow good you look, 
perhaps much worse, than the sneering scoffer who 
regards God's Mother as a nuisance, and despises her 
devotees as fools." 

That, my Brethren, is the lesson of the Church to- 
day. Self-devotion to the will of God is the one 
great virtue which all of us have to follow, some in 
this way and some in that, the one great rule by 
which all of you ought to order your modes of life. 
And by that rule, thank God, some of you present 
here have already ordered your modes of life in a 
supremely creditable way. These it has led, as it led 
Mary, out of the common unconsecrated world into 
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the special holiness of God's own temple. They, in 
the perfect spirit of self-sacrifice, have laid body and 
Bonl before the Lord. They have gone, as Mary 
•went, out from their kindred and their father's house, 
and they have come, as Mary came, to kneel down 
in lowly child-like submissiveness on the altar steps. 
Ties of earth they have bravely broken though such 
ties were hard to break, regrets they have stifled, 

they have stilled. And all this great self-conquest 
have they wrought for one end alone — ^to show their 
submission to God's will, their sense of God's love 
and Christ's love and Mary's love ; Mary and Christ, 
my Brethren, who, because they too have felt how 
hard the road is which leads to heaven, how bitter 
the chalice which God's will may send us, can sym- 
pathize with and can reward the seK-devotion which 
knows no reserve, the self-sacrifice which ahnost 
alone in modern days recalls the holocausts of an 
earlier time. To such as these, who have besides 
enrolled themselves xmder the special banner of 
Mary's Presentation, this present festival will be very 
suggestive. Even though they were dull, and hard, 
and careless, this day they should perforce be moved, 
for to-day, you may be sure, Mary has sent her 
angels here to breathe upon the waters and their 
breath would give at least a passing Jife, and a tem- 
porary freshness to even the stagnant pool ; but our 
sisters here! — nobly active, nobly generous, nobly 
enlightened as their great, unobtrusive works pro- 
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claim them, most of all, tenderly sensitive as their 
life has made them to even the gentlest breathings 
of heaven, this their day of days cannot fail of touch- 
ing them very deeply. For back unto the memory 
of each — omitting other thoughts that she will have 
in common with us all — back unto the memory of 
each must come, with all its pathetic associations, 
her own Presentation-Day. The fearful trembling 
with which she left the world for ever, the vows she 
spoke, the tears she shed, her quiet joy when the last 
step was taken, her quiet snule when poor old weak 
nature began already to excite misgivings, the rapture 
of delight with which she put herself into her sisters' 
arms, the rapture of strength with which her soul 
leaped up in its grand impatience to be working for 
the Lord — this, and more than this, for I can only 
point where I would love to linger, will be reborn 
for her to-day. And not alone her own Profession, 
hallowed and white for ever, will rise before her, but 
back upon her will rush the vision of her destined 
calling— the vision of it large and fall and vivid as 
she saw it on her own Presentation-Day. She will 
have once more in awe-struck recollection the majes- 
tic life, silent, solemn, thoughtful, which she then 
began — a life not quite of heaven, nor yet quite of 
earth, but spent, let us say, upon b, border-land, 
whence as from a distance are heard perforce the 
noisy joys and noisy sorrows of the World, whence 
also are heard, though from afar and intermittently, 
the calm strong voices that sing forever where God's 
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glory reigns. Again will she yearn in her heart of 
hearts for that rapt enthusiastic stillness both of 
tongue and thought which while the Bridegroom is 
yet away becomes the bride awaiting His arrival, — 
the stillness that hangs forever aroimd God's earthly 
homes, and that ought to muffle the feet, and hush 
the voices of those who have b^en brought to be 
fellow-dwellers with the Lord. Again will she bow 
down with that perfect spirit of obedience befitting 
one who once for all has put her will whole and 
entire into her superior's hands. Again will she 
bum as with a Cherub's love for the poor young 
souls whom the Lord has given her, remembering 
who is her great exemplar in this gathering-together 
of the little children, remembering too who they are 
that, according to Daniel, will shine as stars for all 
eternity. Again will the old, intense self-abasement 
be strong upon her, for to-day she will remember 
that she has changed the world's purple and fine 
linen for the poor, coarse habit of the nun — that with 
the one hope of pleasing God and pleasing Mary, 
she has given up youth, and pleasure, and friends, 
and freedom, and will, and all. Again, as on her 
own Presentation-Day, will her cheeks redden and her 
heart expand with the fierce desire of being some- 
thing great in God's kingdom, not alone sinless but 
stainless, not alone just but noble, not alone good, 
but perfect — of having no Uttkness, no meanness, no 
hollowness, visible in all her soul on that day when 
entering at heaven's gate she will become the ob- 



The Blessed Virgin Mary. 107 

served of all heaven's eyes. Again will she feel — 
ah, for a tongue of flame to tell it ! again will she 
feel that even this poor earth is hot after all without 
its glory; that God and His angels are surely, 
though invisibly, ever in our midst ; that, to all of us, 
if we wish it, but to such sis she especially, whose 
souls are trained to Ksten in solitude and silence, 
Q-od's voice and the angels' voices will not be quite 
unknown ; that if there must be dimness and dark* 
ness here still, their period will pass quickly, the moon- 
light and the starKght will soon be over, and God's 
own sunlight strong and stable will soon be here ; nay 
— what am I saying ! — again will she feel that she is 
the spouse of Him "at whose beauty the sun and 
the moon stand in wonder," that " His seal is upon 
her forehead," and His kiss is upon her lips, and her 
heart and her flesh will again faint away as she feels 
the arms of the Lord enfold her, strong and soft, 
tender and true, clasping her to His bosom as His 
own dear spouse for evermore ! To such as she, my 
Brethren, I am, God help me, all imworthy to speak. 
But to such as she, I have no need of speaking. 
What they have done is great in many ways, great 
specially in this, that it guarantees to God their 
readiness for anything in self-submission to Hia 
will. It is hardly a part of my present duty, rather 
I should say, it is hardly a part of my present pri- 
vilege, to ooxmsel them here. But were I to give 
them advice at aU, it would be this : — to remember 
that as Mary during her temple-life never gave up 
praying for the glory to come on Israel, never gave 
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up begging to have the wounds of the people healed, 
so they also should in their holy solitude think be- 
times of the Church outside that battles with the 
world, of the men outside whose shoulders bend 
imder weary loads, of the women outside whose hearts 
are worn and whose eyes are dim from constant 
sorrow, of the sin, and woe, and lamentation, and 
despair with which the whole world is ringing outside 
the convent walls ! 

And by those outside the convent walls must be 
learned the same lesson of seK-devotion to the will of 
God. They are not called, as was the Child-Mary, to 
lead lives of seclusion, but they are called, as was the 
Woman-Mary, to lead lives of action in that world 
which, good or bad, is God's world after all, in which, 
good or bad, most men must be contented to spend 
all their days. They are not asked to leave the house 
of their earthly father for their Father who is in 
heaven ; no constant conscious communion with God 
can possibly be theirs ; but are they not still here ! — 
on God's earth, which is God's own footstool ; under 
God's heaven, which is God's own home! And 
\<rherever they are, I say to them that their lives 
must be lives of seK-devotion to the will of God. 
Whatever He sends them must be accepted cheer- 
fully, taken with a pleasant heart and a pleasant 
face. Many things He may send them that will be 
bitter enough to take ; for as He did not spare His 
Son, the spotless. He will hardly spare them, the far 
from spotless. God's ways do not change. It was 
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always His manner, it is His manner still to chastise 
most sorely those whom He loves most dearly. The 
true gold is still proved in the furnace, and the 
strong devotion in the strong sorrow. But the will 
of God must be obeyed, though obedience bring with 
it manifold pangs — obeyed, not reluctantly, and with 
a grudge, but cheerfully and with a swift step to 
meet God haK-way. Working after that fashion, 
will even the most busy of busy men follow in the 
tracks of Mary. He wiU have, as she had, crosses, 
afflictions, desolations, not so great as hers, of course, 
but great in proportion to His worth, be sure. And 
ever more till he is taken from the earth will he be, 
as Mary was, seK-devoted to God's will ; ever more 
lowering his head obediently to God's desires; ever 
more crushing down his seK, and making no move- 
ment save as God directs ; ever more, — ^though sad, 
and sore, and weary, till the heavens open, and the 
earth melts away, — waiting with all patience till the 
word of release is given from the mouth of God. 
And leading such a life as that, even the World's 
man will be putting into deed the lesson of the Church 
to-day. 

And here, my Brethren, I am reminded of the 
thought with which these few words of mine should 
end. I have been trying to make you feel what I 
myself feel on this present festival — namely, that our 
strong resolve to-day should be to lead henceforth 
lives of seK-devotion to the will of God. And I have 
not concealed from you that such lives as these will 
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not, very probably, be pleasant lives to lead. But 
having made no secret of tbe pain, I should therefore 
mate no secret of the glory which the pain will bring. 
Now, what I am going to say — ^that, namely, there 
is a heaven of happiness to make amends for an earth 
of misery — is an old story in your ears. But it is 
on the whole a story which cannot be told too often. 
More especially should we have it put before us when 
as now we have been taking views of that hard and 
rugged road of a Christian's life whose only commen- 
dation often is that it will some time or other land us 
fairly at the feet of God. Such seK-sustainment is 
natural, as every one experiences, and legitimate, as 
the history of God's servants shows. In his sore 
labours, for instance, St. Paul was wont to comfort 
himself by thinking of the rest yet remaining for 
God's people, and of the crown held ready by the 
Great Judge for the good runners in the earthly 
games. ItwillbeweU now and then to imitate St.Paul. 
Matter enough we have inciting us to follow his 
example. For is it not, my Brethren, a plain un- 
questionable truth that for our little lives of devotion 
to His will, God is preparing for us a reward such as 
we may dimly guess at, but whose greatness it has 
never entered into man's heart to conceive ! Ah, 
yes, my Brethren ; God does not ask us to work for 
nothing. Full measure, down-pressed, flowing over, 
is the measure that He accords. Delights such as 
earth could never give, joys that would burst our 
present hearts, rest, and peace, and quiet for ever 
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more around the feet of Jesus ; these are the things 
that await us when our wateh in the night is over, 
and the dawn opens the doors of God. In such man- 
ner shall we all hereafter meet, the old clothes made 
new, the old faces made youthftd, the old hearts 
made fresh, if so be we make our moments here, as 
God would have us make them, moments of seK- 
devotion to His will. A few little years, and the 
great hour is come — the end of trouble, and grief, 
and labour, the beginning of rest, and peace, and 
joy — the end of cold companionship with the unstable 
things down here, the beginning of glad society with 
the saints, and angels, and Mary, and God in the 
land above. Like Mary in her self-devotion, we 
shall be like her in her blessedness. Our places will 
be near to hers. Her face will shine down upon us. 
Her voice will be music in our ears. And by her 
dear side we shall read the riddles that perplex us 
now, — ^seeing that it was good to do God's will, good 
to be afllicted, good to be in sorrow, good to be bent 
with labour, good to be despised and laughed at, even 
by the poor foolish world, good to be anything, good 
to do anything, good to suffer anything, which would 
bring us, in the end, to the fair land and large which 
God still keeps for those that love Him. 
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VI. 

CHARITY SERMON * 



'^ If I have denied to the poor what they desired, and have 
made the eyes of the widow wait; if I have eaten my morsel 
alone, and the fatherless hath not eaten thereof; if I have de- 
spised him that was perishing for want of clothing and the poor 
man that had no covering : if I have lifted up my hand against 
the fatherless even when I saw myself superior in the gate, let 
my shoulder fall from its joint, and let my arm with its bones be 
broken ; for I have always feared God as waves swelling over 
me, and His weight I was not able to bear." — Job, xxxi. 16, 
17, 19, 21, 22, 23. 

Although, my Brethren, it is at least a partial truth 
that things with which we become very familiar are 
things for which we grow to care very little, still, to 
that rule, however true, there is at least one large 
exception to be made. Death is every day among 

* This sermon was preached in the Parish Church of St. Paul's, 
Arran-quay, on the first Sunday of Lent, 1871, in behalf of the 
Orphanage of the Poor Clares, of Harold's-cross. The writer 
mentions, as justifying some of his allusions, otherwise hardly 
appropriate, that a large number of soldiers is generally found 
in the congregation of St. PauFs Church* Arran-quay. 
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us — a familiar friend, or, if you like, a familiar foe — 
and death has never lost his power upon our hearts. 
Be we ever so merry, one touch from his cold finger, 
one glance from his stony eye, stops it all. Our blood 
is chilled by the sound of the passing beU. Over even 
our gayest and brightest streets there is a sad solem- 
nity breathed by any one of these black processions 
that move to Glasnevin every day. Even in this dark 
and smoky city the sight of a few poor flowers at a 
poor window will carry a man's mind back, back to 
the freshness and fragrance of his country home. 
And when one sees those plumes waving over the 
sombre hearse, it is as though winds were wafted and 
voices heard from the half-remembered, half-guessed- 
at land beyond the grave. 

But, my Brethren, the power of death upon our 
hearts lies, not so much in our sad sense of the dead 
man's defeat, as in our realization of the havoc made 
in the dead man's home. To the departed himself, 
death is often a great relief. There is great calm and 
much quiet in the grave. One time or another we 
all come, provided we have had some considerable 
experience of life, to look upon the graveyard as the 
happiest home. And so we often say of the dead, 
that it was well for them to be taken away, that if it 
were God's will we too would like a place where " the 
wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at 
rest." But, when we think of the dead man's de- 
serted house, the tender hands that tried to keep 
him, the tender lips that tried to kiss him back to 
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life, the tender eyes that upon the earth will see his 
face no more, his vacant chair, his step silent for ever, 
that bed where his corpse lay — a sacred and solemn 
bed for ever to all who know its history — the tears 
shed for him, educed by but yet in some strange 
way lightening his loss, the heart-breaks, the deso- 
lations, the despairs, and then the wild, almost hope- 
less farewells ; when we think of all these, then, I 
say, it is that the thought of death rises up into a 
grandeur of pathos which no other thought of the 
earth can rival. The strong man's coffin is sad to 
see, but sadder to hear are the wails of his orphans 
as he is borne to his grave. 

For, my Brethren, this earth, since Adam's dis- 
grace, is cold, and dark, and hard. And to soften it, 
and light it up, and warm it, and make it bearable, 
there is, in the natural order, nothing left but love. 
No one can be completely self-sufficing. Suppose a 
man with no person and no thing to which his heart 
goes forth in affection, with, besides, no other heart 
to be tenderly careful and anxious about him, and you 
have supposed a man who, if a possibility, is about 
the most pitiable person in all creation. But, in pro- 
portion as the need of love is great, great also is the 
pain when separation between those that love becomes 
a necessity. And such pain is specially dreadful for 
the young, both because of their natural tenderness, 
and because their love is all the intenser for being 
concentrated on a few. And so is it that an orphan's 
sorrow — a young orphan's sorrow — ^is, perhaps, the 
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most terrible of all. Ghrown people generally have 
many on whom to lean. If one friend be taken 
away, other friends, loved and loving, still remain. 
But a child's whole heart is nearly always wrapped 
around her parents. Take away the parent, and you 
wrench the very heart-strings of the child. The poor 
little creeping flower, soft, and delicate, and tender, 
what can it do but die, when its strong support has 
left it for ever ! 

But, my Brethren, though we cannot, in any cir- 
cumstances, help feeling deeply grieved for an orphan's 
sorrow,yet are there oftentimes circumstances that give 
our grief a spice of comfort. It often happens that 
a parent's riches soften the hardship of a parent's 
death. And, sometimes, though parents die in poverty, 
stiU wealthy aud loving relations survive. But when 
a father's death means an orphan's destitution, when 
bereavement means beggary, when the poor little 
things for whom their dead parents were accustomed 
to care so tenderly, must throw themselves on the 
mercy of a world of strangers, then it is that our pity 
for a dead man's children forces even the hardest of 
us to the softness of tears. When the arrow of the 
archer has hit the parent bird, who does not mourn 
for the nestlings that cry and famish far away ? 

Now, my Brethren, what I have been saying is 
true of all orphans, whosoever and whatsoever they 
be. They all, without exception, are fit objects for 
human sympathy. But we must be specially moved 
when the orphans are girls. Lads, as a rule, are 

i2 
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rude, and strong, and careless ; their grief is generally 
shallow, and seldom more than passing. The diffi- 
culties likely to meet them in their passage through 
the world are difficulties that strong, manly resolu- 
tion will always easily overcome. But little maidens, 
soft, and delicate, and tender, with such a shrinking 
sensitiveness aQd such a clinging affection, are aUim- 
fitted to cope with that terrible world which hems 
them round, hard as granite, careless as the sea. They 
wiU be, inevitably, in the world's way, and anything 
in its way the world knows how to trample down. 
And the danger to little orphan girls is especially 
great in this present age. For this is an age of small 
nobleness and of smaller scruples ; it is an age when 
the devil drives a flourishing trade. He is every- 
where great. He rules in war. He is supreme in 
politics. Our literature is almost all his own. Modem 
fashions in dress and manners are in very great mea- 
Bure the children of his brain. But there is one portion 
of God's empire, that, too, tiie freshest and the fairest, 
where he is specially desiroustoattain sway. Against it 
he employs every resource that his position gives him, 
plotting against it with relentless cimning, attacking 
it with persistent, impitying hate. And that portion 
is, the destitute young females, more particularly the 
destitute yoimg orphan females of the community. 
He loves cruelty for its own sake, and injury done to 
them is the orueUest injury of all. He loves to boast 
of an easy victory over a human soul — such a victory 
being, in some sense, a victory over God — and no- 
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where does ho fight with such manifest facility as 
against destitute little children such as we speak of 
now. With their parents gone ; with no wealthy re- > 
latives able and willing to protect them ; with nothing 
but the world, generally so careless and unsympa- 
thetic and unscrupulous, on which to lean, God help 
the poor orphan girls whom the devils assail ! 

And, my Brethren, God does help them. His 
nature and character to-day are just what they were 
in other days. He tempers the wind to tho shorn 
lamb. He is very tender about the lilies of the field. 
The ravens are not forgotten. Without His will not 
even a sparrow dies. Though He gives and He takes 
away yet He never takes away Himself* Earthly 
fathers die and disappear, but God is a Father who 
never dies, but remains, unchangeably loving, with 
His children for ever. There is no one member of 
His earthly family, however mean and. miserable that 
member may appear, who has not a place in the 
Heavenly Father's heart. And so does it come about 
quite naturally that He raises up friends for little 
orphan girls. And in no way does He do that at once 
so eflfectively, and with such a touching fitness, as when 
He puts into the minds of young and gentle ladies 
the high thought of becoming the champions of their 
little destitute sisters, and of beating Satan with that 
very woman's weakness of which he has ever been apt 
to take advantage from the times of Eden to our own. 
There are many noble and heroic sights visible in this 
world (if one wiU only look for them) every day. 
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But, among them all, you will hardly find one that 
brings such a glory upon humanity as that which 
almost every comer of the Church can show — bands 
of ladies, young, tender, delicate, refined ; giving up 
riches for the sake of the poor ; giving up pleasures 
for the sake of the unhappy ; giving up friends for 
the sake of the friendless ; reviving, but in a grander 
way, the unselfish heroism of the days of chivalry ; 
standing bravely between the devils and the desti- 
tute ; telling the devil plainly and resolutely that he 
is not going to ruin God's children if they can prevent 
it ; ay, and beating the devil in the end, though he 
has most of the strength of earth and all the cunning 
of hell battling upon his side. My Brethren, as the 
spokesman of one such community of ladies, I am 
here before you. 

And about that community I have no necessity, I 
think, to speak in praise. There is no one listening 
here, I take it, who has not already heard the praises 
of the Poor Clares of Harold's-cross. There are 
many here who can testify how well and nobly these 
praises have been deserved. Out from that orphan 
school of St. Clare's, for which I am about to ask your 
assistance now — it numbers ordiilarily nearly one 
hundred friendless girls — ^pupils have gone forth in 
every direction, educated, useful, expert, happy, 
shielded round against the devil by their own modesty 
and their own devotion to their several duties, being 
in their small way, as lights to the world, as salt for 
the earth, to save it and brighten it in these dark 
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corrupted days, carrying with them in their memo- 
ries of the Poor Clares a respect for their own woman- 
hood, a knowledge of its dignity and glory which 
saves them in many a dangerous day. Now, the fame 
of a scholar is his master's glory. From the pupils 
which our orphanage produces you see what work 
our nuns are doing. It is a work which aims, not 
merely at saving the orphan girl, but at perfecting her 
as well, which has also the outer and grander purpose 
of making her perfection the salvation of that world 
with which she will have, after her training time, to 
liye and labour in her appointed way. What sacri- 
fices the nuns must make before entering on their 
anxious office as teachers, and guardians, and mothers 
to our one hundred little orphan girls ; what sacri- 
fices of youth, and talent, and free-will their position 
presupposes every one here can readily understand. 
And for all their sacrifices and all their work the 
nuns receive no pecuniary reward whatever. They 
cannot receive it. It would be against the rules of 
the Institute of the Poor Clares to do so. Their work 
is and must be perfectly gratuitous. Cut off by their 
own free choice from all the world's riches and all 
the world's pleasures, voluntarily vowed to lives of 
purity resembling His who often had nowhere to 
rest His head, bound as they are by a rule of life 
amongst the severest which the Church has sanc- 
tioned; they must be teachers of the ignorant, mothers 
of the desolate, defenders of the assailed, without — 
whether as individuals or as a collective body — ^with- 
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out so much ad one farthing to reward their toil. 
They look indeed for a recompense, but it is expected 
on other shores than ours. Till their entry there- 
upon they are content to trust to the promises of God, 
and to work His work for Him to the very end ; to 
take care of His little children left here to wander in 
want and tears far away from their Father's home ; 
to show thetn the pathway that leads at last to their 
Father's land, to guide them and cheer them there- 
upon, telling ttiem sweet stories of the glories of their 
Father's house, and to put them finally, safe and 
stainless, beautiful and joyous, into their Father's ex- 
pecting hands. 

But, my Brethren, human ends, however high they 
be, must be reached by human means. The whole 
scheme of man's salvation in the present order of 
things is based upon one large principle, that we must 
save one another. That is a principle which, though 
not insisted upon very often or very explicitly, is 
yet necessary in order to explain some of the most 
usual and most important modes of the divine action 
in human affairs. There is, for instance, a baby to die 
to-night. God could come and baptize it if He pleased. 
But He will not come. And if men do not act for 
the infant the infant will die unbaptized, to be, at 
least shut out for ever from the sight of God. God 
could teach, and preach, and administer sacraments 
in His own proper person if He pleased. But, no 
matter what the need of doing these things, God does 
not do them. If Ihey be not done by men they will 
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not — setting aside of course cases of miracle — they 
will not be done at all. That is God's selected, and 
as things ordinarily go, His unchangeable arrange- 
ment. And the purpose of that arrangement is not 
very difficult to see. We really are, and GFod wishes 
us to feel and to show practically that we are, brothers 
and sisters all. Love for one another, such love as 
beseems those who are children of the same fSamily — 
one flesh and blood — was the great lesson which God 
always, even in the Old Dispensation, wanted men to 
learn, and which, in the New Dispensation, Christ 
set Himself specially to teach. And wanting to 
excite in us mutual love. He therefore placed us in 
mutual dependence ; for the conferring of a favour 
tends to produce love both in the person who receives, 
and in the person who gives it. And so, therefore, 
though loving our orphans with the tenderest love, 
God yet leaves them, following out His general plauj 
dependent on you. Food and clothing cost money. 
The food and clothing of a hundred little orphans will 
cost a great deal of money. The nuns have no money 
at all. If the orphans are to be fed and clothed, they 
must be fed and clothed by you, or by others to whom 
God has given worldly wealth. You must take God's 
own place. It is His own prerogative to see that our 
orphans have tender hearts and tender hands to care 
them ; that they have a fair opportunity of so school- 
ing themselves here that they may be worthy of the 
long vacation-time in the summer-land hereafter; 
that they do not, when He himself has deprived them 
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of their natural proteotore, stand among their foes, in 
their youth and innocence, without advisers and de- 
fenders too. But over unto you God transfers His 
own prerogative. He promises to be a Father to 
our orphans ; He fulfils His promise by telling you 
to be so. He promises to feed them, and clothe them, 
and instruct them ; He does these things by telling 
you to do them. If you refuse to take His place. He 
will have to ask others to take it. But He asks you 
now. He is the Master and owner of the universe, 
of all your money, and of all your selves. But He 
was always humble and self-sacrificing. And there- 
fore does He sacrifice Himself so far as to yield up 
to you His own proper position of doing good, and 
humbles Himself so far as to ask you now to give 
for His sake, and as His substitutes, a few silver or 
copper coins. 

That, my Brethren, is the position I want you to 
assume, and the good I want you to do. And what 
are the incentives by which I propose to urge you to 
do it P My Brethren, such incentives may be found 
in plenty, and I, if I chose, would be at liberty to 
use them all. I might teU you, for instance, that, 
if you assist our orphanage, you will have the plea- 
sant consciousness of having done a right noble thing. 
Or, I might teU you that money given to God (and 
to expend money in God's service is practically the 
same as to give it to God's self) never yet made, and 
never will make a man the poorer. Or, I might 
quote for you that text about the cup of cold water. 
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Or, I might ask you to note Clirist's words in the 
two great sentences of the Judgment-day. Or, I 
might teU you that by assisting our charity youwiU 
have a right to that special glory which the prophet 
Daniel compares to the brilliance of the stars. Or, 
I might remind you that in return for your charity 
you will have the prayers of our orphans and of 
our nuns, and, better still, of St. Francis and of 
St. Clare, to draw your souls nearer and nearer to the 
halls of heaven, farther and farther from the dens of 
hell. All these are motives of undeniably great 
power — powerful enough, at all events, to be effec- 
tive with every one who, both in mind and heart, 
gives them fair play. Still, I do not propose to urge 
them now. You have heard them insisted on a 
thousand times, and by a thousand speakers with 
powers vastly superior to mine. Besides, when I 
address you on behalf of a special institute, and ask 
you out of the numberless objects deserving your 
charity to give a present preference to ours, it is only 
proper, if it be only possible, that I do not do so with- 
out giving you a special reason for the preference, or 
at least a new motive for the alms. In respect of the 
larger number of institutions supported by the charity 
of the public, there is a great difficulty in showing 
why one should be preferred before another, and a 
greater difficulty still in assigning any motive for the 
alms which has not become a commonplace with 
preachers. But these difficulties do not subsist in 
respect of our orphanage. At all events, in its favour, 




124 Semions, 

some few considerations can be advanced not quite 
so well known as those which I have suggested, but 
have declined to urge. I do not mean that the con- 
siderations are novel in themselves, but I mean that 
they may probably be novel to many persons here. 

For, my Brethren, I can, in the first place, promise 
you a reward. And the reward I promise you is one 
of the grandest. The Sacrifice of the Mass — it the 
nuns undertake to have offered up, four times every 
month, for all of you who contribute to sustain them 
in supporting our orphans. Such an undertaking 
does not, I am afraid it will be thought, look to be 
very important. It is the fashion, I think, to regard 
it as one of those things that are of moment only as 
recognising, with a polite publicity, the reception of 
favours. And that may be the reason why it has not 
been, in cases similasr to the present, fortunate enough 
to attract the attention of preachers. To me, how- 
ever, such an undertaking appears to be of the first 
importance. So high do I rate it, that I have re- 
solved to insist upon it specially as an incentive to 
your charity just now. I have a suspicion that our 
great familiarity with the Mass has brought us in some 
way to overlook its value. It will be profitable for 
us to fix our attention on its value now. And I think 
we shall in the end agree that no wise person will 
neglect any lawful opportunity of having that value 
turned to his own advantage. Of course I am not 
going to insult you by bidding you remember that 
the Mass can neither be bought nor sold ; that no 
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amount of earthly wealth can be an equivalent for 
the smallest particle of God's grace ; that there must 
be no trafficking nor appearance of trafficking in holy 
things. When the nunS oflFeryou the Mass, they do 
not oflFer it as a commodity purchased by your money, 
but as a grand acknowledgment of your benevolence. 
And it is to the grandeur of that acknowledgment 
that I propose just now, briefly it must be, to draw 
your attention. 

My Brethren, aU the graces by which, in the 
present dispensation, men are saved, were won by the 
great sacrifice that was offered up on Calvary. But, 
even after being won by Christ, these graces are evi- 
dently useless to us until such time as they are ap- 
plied to our souls. They can be applied, and are 
applied, in a variety of ways. But, underlying all 
these ways, there is a single agent that unifies them 
all. In this way : aU graces are applied to our 
souls by God HimseK, personally, sometimes from 
His own pure beneficence, generally after He has 
been fittingly asked to vouchsafe the application. It 
is in that way that one's own prayers assist one's 
self. It is in that way that the prayers of saints in 
heaven assist their friends on earth. And it is in 
some such way as that, that even the Sacraments 
produce their eflfects. They, too, are a species of 
prayer, asking God (of course in a special way), asking 
God to apply His graces to our souls. The rule, as 
I said, is, that the graces won by Christ are applied 
to us by God when we have properly and successfully 
asked Him to make the application. 
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Now, of course, each Sacrament has the power of pro- 
curing some special sacramental grace, which, in the 
ordinary course of things, nothing but it can procure. 
Such special sacramental graces are destined for the 
attainment of very special ends. These sacramental 
graces I do not take into consideration here. I confine 
myself to those general actual aids from God by which a 
man is to be, initially at least, freed from sin, preserved 
in innocence, perfected in the ways of the just. And, 
confining myself to such graces as these, I say that 
for procuring the application of them to our souls, 
there is no agency at all so eflfective as the Holy Mass. 
The Doctors of the Church can scarcely find words 
strong enough to describe its power. Nor that alone — 
many of these Doctors (and from among their wisest 
too) have no words strong enough to describe the 
mysterious part assigned to the Mass in the economy 
of the New Dispensation. For instance, this is what 
some among them say : The Church can never fail : 
every attempt to destroy her must prove fruitless. 
Now such attempts prove fruitless (these Doctors 
maintain), precisely because the Church has the Sacri- 
fice of the Mass, and such attempts will prove fruit- 
less always, because the Church will have that sacrifice 
to the end. So that, according to these wise men, 
the Church and the Mass are bound up together in 
such a way that the preservation of the Church's life 
is made dependent on the perpetuity of her sacrifice. 
And looking to that text of St. John's Gospel, " Unless 
ye eat the flesh of the Son of Man, and drink His 
blood, ye shall not Jiave life in ye ;" considering that 
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that text can hardly be explained as referrinff to in- 

logies between the Jewish Church and the Christian ; 
and knowing how the stability of the Jewish Church 
was dependent on the stability of its sacrifices, one is 
inclined to think that these wise Doctors are right ; 
and that if — which, however, is impossible— if the 
Mass were taken from the Church, the Church would 
be taken from the world. But, whatever be said of 
that, which is the opinion of only some, this much is 
certain, being the opinion of all, that if one wants 
God's graces, the surest and speediest agent for getting 
them is God's Sacrifice of the Mass. 

Nor, my Brethren, is the reason of that difficult to 
see. The Mass is, in substance, precisely the same 
Sacrifice as the Sacrifice of the Cross ; the same great 
Priest and the same great Victim are found in both. 
Therefore, the Sacrifice of the Cross being inexhaus- 
tible in its power to win grace, the Sacrifice of the 
Mass is inexhaustible in its power to win the applica- 
tion of grace. Or put it in another way. What I 
said before of Sacraments is true of sacrifices as well : 
every sacrifice is a species of prayer to God. The 
Sacrifice of the Mass is, therefore, a species of prayer. 
The power of a prayer with God is proportioned to 
the worth of the person praying. In the Mass, the 
person praying is Jesus Christ. Of itself, therefore, 
there is no grace, and no degree of grace, which the 
Mass has not power to bring to one's soul. As a 
matter of fact, however, the amount of grace it brings 
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to one's soul is limited. But the limitation is not 
caused by any inability in the Mass. It is caused by 
ourselves. The actual productiveness of the Mass is, 
as is proper, made partially dependent either on the 
good dispositions of the person for whom it is oflfered, 
or on the good dispositions of the person who pro- 
cures its oblation. These good dispositions are, as a 

' matter of fact, always limited. But if neither the 
person for whom the Mass is oflfered, nor the person 
who procures its oblation, put any obstacle to its 
efficiency, then would the power of the Mass with 
God be, in eflfect, what in itself it always is, simply 
unbounded. It is that same unbounded influence 
with Q-od which, as an acknowledgment of your 
kindness to their orphanage, the poor Clares of 
Harold's-cross, four times every month, place at your 
disposal. 

It may, however, strike some of you here, my 
Brethren, that a Mass oflFered up for all our benefac- 
tors collectively must be of exceedingly small utility 

. to each benefactor in particular. And that would be 
an idea, seemingly, in some way borne out (as most 
of you are perhaps aware) by ecclesiastical legisla- 
tion. Still there are few things more certain than 
that the idea would be wholly a misrepresentation of 
truth. It is absolutely beycmd doubt that, though 
the sacrifice of the Cross was oflFered up for the whole 
human race, it was still just as profitable to each 
human person as if it had been oflFered up for that 
person alone. A doctrine of an analogous kind is 
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true of the Mass. It is quite certain, at all events 
sufficiently certain to make the contrary very impro- 
bable, that one Mass oflFered up for a thousand people 
is as useful to each of the thousand as if it had 
been offered up for that one alone. Therefore, each 
benefactor of our Orphanage has the entire virtue of 
the Mass exerted four times every month in his favour. 
That is the way in which the Poor Clares of Harold's- 
cross propose to ackuowledge your kindness. And 
when you consider what even a single Mass can do, 
what it is to have Christ Himself offered up, even once, 
for your benefit, how great the blessing which even 
one prayer of Christ's may bring you, I think you 
will admit that the nuns are holding out to you a 
very strong incentive to respond generously to their 
present appeal. 

My Brethren, I have enlarged considerably — ^too 
much, I am afraid, for the symmetry of my sermon — 
on this first reason for assisting our Orphanage. ^ I 
have done so, as I said before, because I was of opinion 
that this first reason is not usually allowed its proper 
weight, nor brought usually into proper play. And, 
as you will have perceived, I attach to this first reason 
very great importance. Still I do not rely upon it 
alone. I would think it injudicious to do so. For, 
Ho matter how I try to put it, I shall not be able to 
prevent some minds from thinking that this first 
reason is not such as addresses itseK to what is noble 
in the nature of man. It is not a noble thing to be 
working for mere pay. And to give assistance to the 

K 
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Orphanage because the Mass will be offered up in 
return, is, no matter what gloss be put upon it, to be 
(it will be said) working for mere pay. Now, my 
Brethren, I do not agree to that reasoning at all. 
Holding Catholic teaching to be true,, I could not 
agree to it. But at the same time I wish to appeal 
even to those who wiU regard no motive which does 
not touch what is considered, naturally, our nature's 
noblest side. And I have two motives to propose 
yet which will touch you there. The first of these 
speaks directly to your sense of gratitude. It asks 
assistance for our orphans as a grateful return for 
good once done you by the Poor Sisters of St. Clare. 
Good done to your fathers you wiU regard as good 
done to yourselves. The Poor Clares helped your 
fathers once. The Poor Clares ask you to help their 
Orphans now. Many of you may not be familiar 
enough with the history of our Irish Church to take 
in my meaning just at once. I shall try to put into 
a few words all of the subject that, for my present 
purpose, you require to know. 

My Brethren, with no feeling of bitterness, no 
political aim whatever, do I say it, but there was a 
day when the Catholics of this country were treated 
very cruelly by the people who set up to be our queens 
and kings. Every one here has heard of the penal 
times. Every one here has heard of these times with 
sorrow and indignation. They were, indeed, days 
dai'k and evil. Churches, gutted, monasteries and 
convents turned into stables ; priests, and nuns, and 
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monks, hanged and butchered without pity or re- 
morse ; your fathers and mothers driven on to death 
because they would not, by apostasy, drive to hell ; 
no Catholic child allowed education; no Catholic 
father with legal leave to teach his children even the 
blessed sign of all Christianity. Dark and evil days, 
my Brethren — dark and evil days, with nothing but 
ruin-fires to light up the gloom. But one little com- 
fort was yet left to your fathers — a comfort that Irish- 
men are quick to understand — ^their priests and nuns 
were with them still. In those dreadful days it was 
that Ireland's people came to know Ireland's clergy ; 
came to know them as, should the G-entiles rage again, 
they would know them once more ; came to know them, 
and came to love them with a love which priests and 
nuns do not forget, and which has absolutely no rival 
in any other land. And, my Brethren, foremost 
among the religious bodies that stood by the people 
then were the Franciscans, and foremost among the 
Franciscans were the Daughters of St. Clare. These 
ladies were, at that time, leading a life of strict con- 
templation, passing all their day in fasting, and 
prayer, and holy thought. But when they saw how 
the land was lying, gashed and torn before her foes ; 
when they saw your fathers and mothers going on to 
death, bravely indeed as became their race, but 
withal broken-hearted for their orphans left behind ; 
then did our noble heroic Irish Daughters of St. 
Clare come out at once from their cloistered soKtude, 
gather all the little orphans together, and, at the risk 

k2 
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of their own lives, feed them with their own food, 
clothe them with their own clothing, teach them and 
train them till the wild beast had grown, either weary 
of devouring, or afraid of the coming sun. Many a 
time when your fathers were walking, beaten and 
bloodstained, to the gibbet, or awaitiag with fixed 
fiaoes that mockery of a sentence which they knew so 
well was to pronounce their doom; many such a 
time were their hearts joyous, and their brows brave, 
and their faces lit up with the grand old Irish defiant 
smile, when they remembered that, whatever happened 
to themselves, their little orphans were safe in the 
guardianship of the Daughters of St. Clare. Brethren, 
it is for the Daughters of St. Clare that I am appeal- 
ing now. And I am confident that the appeal will 
be satisfactorily successful. My voice is weak, indeed, 
I know, but strong and solemn are the voices of your 
dead fathers speaking from their grateful graves. 

And, my Brethren, appealing to what are naturally 
considered the noblest tendencies of your human 
nature^ I have yet another incentive that will urge 
you to assist our Orphans. And this is the one by 
which I personally set most store, and which, were 
I in your place, I should especially like to hear pro- 
posed. I want you to assist our Orphans for a 
motive which all Christian humanity will feel — be- 
cause to assist them is, apart from all special Chris- 
tian teaching, chivalrous and noble, the first and 
grandest duty of man. 

For, my Brethren, the first and grandest duty of 
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man is to fight for God in His war with Satan. If 
one could manage to put an end to that war by ren- 
dering Satan powerless for ever, one would have at- 
tained the great, aU-embraeing end of our earthly 
existence. That war has been raging now for many 
a year. It rages very fiercely even to-day. It will 
go on to rage with ever-increasing fierceness, till the 
archangel's trumpet brings it to a close. And in this 
terrific war the opposing sides are sometimes very 
imequal. Always, indeed, are the fighters somewhat 
imfairly matched. Man's simplicity is opposed to 
devil's cunning ; man's hot blood to the cold, fleshless 
calculation of him who, after aU, is nothing less than 
" archangel fallen." But never can the combat be 
more unequal ; never can the fighters be less fairly 
matched, than when the legions of hell — strong, skilled, 
subtle, steady — surround a poor little defenceless 
orphan girl, and unpitjdngly and unrelentingly de- 
vise her doom. In such a case as that, what man^ 
with a man's heart, would stand by and not interfere I 
In such a case as that, what man with a man's hearty 
would notgoin and spill the last drop of his blood rather 
than hieive it said to hisshame among the angels that he 
left the Uttle girl at the mercy of her foes ! In such a 
case as that, what man with a man's heart, would not 
rush in fiercely between the fatherless little maiden an J 
the devils that beset her, telling the devils that, once 
for all, this thing must not be ; that it may be a devil's 
way to attack a defenceless woman, but that it is a man's, 
way to defend her ; that that at least was the way in 
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the old times, and that honour, and bravery, and 
nobleness, still dwell somewhere in the hearts of 
men ; that before such a dastardly thing as a woman's 
ruin shall be wrought in a man's presence, not only 
his money, which is little, but his blood, which is 
much, shall be poured out even till it flows no more ! 
Just that, my Brethren, is what I want you to say 
and to do to-day. 

For, my Brethren, if our Orphanage be not sup- 
ported — if it be not enabled even to widen the sphere 
of its influence (and, latterly, for want of support it 
has led but a struggling life) — there is this result 
certain to happen, that some little girls, fatherless 
and homeless, must pass over to the devil's hands. 
I speak very advisedly. I speak only after fair in- 
quiry, and I think I speak only the rigid truth. The 
world we live in is, as I said before, undoubtedly a 
very bad world. It is crammed with sin. . It bristles 
with danger. There is not a nook of it where the 
devil has not his spies watching, and his soldiers 
waiting in ambuscade. Bad men, bad women, bad 
books, bad pictures, bad houses, bad cities — ^badness 
of every kind works for the devil every day. His 
cause is a successful cause. His troops have wide 
possession of the land. All that God's soldiers can 
generaUy do is just to hold their ground, prepared, if 
need be, to die upon it, but resolved not to surrender 
it by any means. Now, my Brethren, if little orphan 
girls, young, and tender, and unsuspecting, with no 
father's hand to shield them, no mother's voice to 
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warn them where danger lies, be sent out into a world 
like ours, where Satan so absolutely reigns, there is 
scarcely any result to be expected but one* I do not 
say that in such a case the little girl may not possibly 
set Satan at defiance. I do not say that in such a 
case Satan has not actually been, and been success- 
fully, defied. But I do say that Satan's chances of 
success in such a case are fearfully serious, and that 
the number of his actual successes in such cases is 
fearftdly large. And I want you to come forward as 
soldiers in the army of the Lord, as knights who have 
sworn fealty to our King, Christ Jesus ; I want you 
to come forward, in the name of honour and of noble- 
ness, in the name of loyalty and of manhood, in the 
name of that glorious Irish chivalry which never yet 
injured, nor allowed any one to injure, an unprotected 
woman ; to come forward, and to say that, in so far as 
you can prevent it, Satan, the assailer of women, the 
coward that ruined Eve in Paradise, the coward that 
tries to ruin Eve's daughters now, shall succeed in his 
wretched villainy never more ! 

And then, my Brethren, when you have determined 
to assist our Orphanage — because to do so is a chival- 
rous, and noble, and manly thing — ^I can, without 
insult to even the highest nature here, offer you a 
reward. For, the reward I offer you is not the re- 
ward given to workmen — it is the reward given to 
heroes. To the digger in the field, or the hammerer in 
the forge, his weekly wages (I suppose it adequate) 
is the just pay of his labour, what it is worth, its 
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equivalent, wiping out all claims upon his employer. 
But our soldiers — ^they who have come home to us 
jfrom far-oflf Eussian or Indian wars — maimed, shat- 
tered, scarred, broken — who shall say that their paltry 
pension is the price of their blood ! They, our soldier 
brothers, with all their faults so generous and kindly, 
who shall insult them by oflfering them payment for 
that glorious blood-shedding at Balaklava, for those 
cruel gashes that they took so grandly at Inkerman ! 
Ah no, my Brethren, one drop of heroic blood, one 
deed of heroic daring, has no price for it among the 
moneys of men. No commander and no king can 
quite wipe away a hero's claim. The valour of a 
valiant man can never be fittingly and fully rewarded. 
All that a leader can do, to recompense it is just this : 
he can, while his eyes are moist, half with pride, that 
such heroes serve him, half with anger, that for such 
services as theirs earth can give no true compensation ; 
he can, I say, grasp their hands with a soldier's grasp, 
proclaim their praises with a soldier's voice, and, with 
the tender tremulousness of a loving soldier's fingers, 
fix upon their breasts the medal that will testify to all 
the world that, in days of danger, they were strong and 
true. My Brethren, it is a reward of that kind that 
I oflfer you to-day. Other rewards in abundance will 
also of course be yours — God Himself, " the reward 
exceeding great ;" the crown held ready by the " Just 
Judge ;" what neither eye hath seen, nor ear heard, 
nor heart conceived, prepared by God for those that 
love Him. But it is to a different reward I am 
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turning your thoughts now — to the token to come to 
you from Christ, your Captain, which, even among 
the saints, will mark you oflf as soldiers of distinction 
in that fearful warfare of the earth where your enemies 
were so crafty, and pitiless, and strong. And, my 
Brethren, such a token will yet be yours. The great 
Captain of Heaven will not be outdone by the captains 
of the earth. He was a soldier once Himself, fought 
His fight and gained His glory, and He knows what 
a soldier values, — that the Kttle bit of silver on a 
soldier's breast is better in the soldier's eyes than the 
inheritance of a throne. So, though He wiU make 
you sovereigns in His Fathers kingdom too. He will 
be sure to find for you yet other honours specially 
appropriate for valiant men. He will not forget that 
you saved His little orphan girls for whom I am now 
appealing; and He will be certain to remember that, 
while defending the fatherless you were, both in act 
and in intention, playing a hero's part. And the 
Man of Calvary knows the reward (who better ?) that 
suits a hero. 

And so, my Brethren, the little assistance that you 
will give our Orphanage, the little worthless money, 
has, because it was given for the sake of Christian 
nobleness and Christian chivalry, become transmuted 
into a deed of heroism, for which, through all eternity, 
the ordinary rewards of heaven will be considered not 
quite enough. And, through all eternity, the story 
of your valour will be kept in unfailing memory. It 
will be printed on the golden walls. It will be written 



138 Sermons. 

in the golden books. Angels will sing it to their 
harps of gold. Our little orphans will be there to 
tell it, and, in chorus with their voices, will be heard 
those other voices of our holy nuns ; the voices, too, 
of dear St. Francis and of sweet St. Clare. And, 
even if aU these be thankless and silent about you, 
Christ Himself will proclaim your praise. His hand 
wiU rest on His hero's shoulder. His smile wiU beam 
out on His hero's face. His own Cross of Honour 
will be pinned to His hero's breast, and, before all 
heaven. He will pronounce you His Friend and Com- 
rade for evermore ! 



VII. 



ON IMPUKE THOUGHTS^ 



Not long ago, my dear Brethren, the Sixth Com- 
mandment was explained for your instruction. Tou 
were then told that all outer acts of impurity are 
abominations before the Lord ; that he holds such 
sins in special and peculiar horror, and that, more 



*This short instruction was first preached in Maynooth 
College as one of a series of collegiate exercises in preaching. It 
is now printed in the precise form in which it was then preached. 
The actual audience to which it then addressed itself consisted, 
in the first place, of the Vice-President of the College, the elo- 
quent, and learned, and beloved Dr. Whitehead ; and, in the 
second place, of, as it happened, the body of students then re- 
siding in the Senior College. But though these made up the 
audience actually present, it was not to these that the instruc* 
tion was supposed to be really given. They were regarded by 
the preacher as representing that audience which a student 
preparing for the Irish Missionary Priesthood might fairly cal- 
culate upon being afterwards commissioned to teach. To such 
an ideal audience, this sermon really speaks. 

The purpose of the foregoing remarks will be sufficiently 
obvious to every reader. 
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than once, He has made this horror known by swift 
and terrible vengeance. 

And you were moreover told that external im- 
purities are not the only sins forbidden by the Sixth 
Commandment ; that, though less directly, and less 
prominently, it forbids also the internal impurities, 
that is to say, the thoughts that defile the soul. But, 
lest there should be any mistake about the matter, 
the Lord has, for those sins of thought, made a special 
commandment, saying, " Thou shalt not covet thy 
neighbour's wife." Hereby, the Catechism tells 
you, are forbidden aU the inner sins, as by the Sixth 
Commandment are forbidden all the outer sins, opposed 
to purity. It is about these inner sins that I shall 
speak to-day. 

And, because for all of you this is a subject of the 
first importance, it is well that we examine it, not 
loosely and clumsily, but bit by bit and with the 
greatest care. We shall therefore consider, first, the 
origin of impure thoughts — that is, the causes from 
which they come ; then, their several degrees of sin- 
fulness; and, lastly, what are the remedies against 
their actual or possible injury to the soul. 

And, my Brethren, on the first point, the origin of 
these sins is oftentimes not hard to account for. Here, 
as in other things, what a man looks at, or listens to, 
or reads, or remembers, that he is sure to think of, 
must think of, at least in some small way. And hence, 
will impure thoughts be suggested to us by the very 
things among which we live, by books, and pictures. 
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and memories of past sins ; and, very often, by the 
words and actions of our fellow-men. 

Of themselves, however, these could do us little 
harm. But they do not work alone. For, within us 
abides an enemy that takes them as its assistants, and 
with them and through them wages against our 
purity a fierce and endless war. And this second 
enemy, by all men found so dangerous, is called by 
many names. For present purposes it is enough to 
give it the one name — Concupiscence. 

When I speak of concupiscence you all know what 
I mean. Among you that are grown up there is not 
one but has become aware of the power in our cor- 
rupted nature, struggling against the Law of God, 
urging you to desire and do what you know to be 
impure a"nd foul. Every one knows, as St. Paul knew, 
that " the flesh lusteth against the spirit ;" and every 
one knows, as St. James knew, that " each man is 
tempted by his own concupiscence." Thus are there 
within us two great powers dwelling together, not 
peaceably, but in endless war ; the one fighting for 
the Law of God, holy, and just, and of good repute ; 
the other fighting for the Law of the Members, un- 
holy, unjust, and of evil name. And in some such 
sense as this is it specially true that man's life down 
here is one long battle. 

Broadly, and generally thus, you are all acquainted 
with concupiscence. But just now we are concerned 
to know it more closely, to see the manner of its 
working, the plan of its warfare, that we, on the 
Lord's side, may be able to give it successful battle. 
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I have already told you that impure thoughts are 
oftentimes excited by what we see, and hear, and 
read, and remember. Now it is only through con- 
oupiscence that the thoughts so excited could have 
power to do us harm. For their bare existence with- 
in us could not, as we shall presently see, in any- 
wise work evil to the soul. But concupiscence makes 
even their presence a matter of extreme danger. For 
it takes up the impure thought, presents it to our 
hearts as a pleasant and desirable thing, urging us 
the while most hotly to love it, or, if not that, then 
at least to give it our attention. And this is the first 
way in which concupiscence attempts our ruin. 

But this is not all. Not only does concupiscence 
make use against us of our eyes, and ears, and memo- 
ries, but it moreover, of its own proper strength, 
brings improper objects before the inind. How this 
comes about you may not easily understand; but 
that it does come about the greater number of you 
know. Holy men whose eyes saw nothing but the 
sights of the wHdemess, whose ears heard nothing but 
the soimds thereof, whose souls were all unsoiled by 
any impure memory as their bodies were all unsoiled 
by any impure deed, were yet tempted by their own 
concupiscence. And what happened unto them I 
take, without inquiring further, to have happened to 
the majority of you. 

Thus is it, my Brethren, that man is prone to evil 
all his days. We know it all of us, know it very 
well. And we were wise to keep that knowledge con- 
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stantly in mind. If we don't, there is yet im enemy 
of OTiTS that will. For, my Brethren, besides this 
concupiscence within us, besides the senses so much 
at the will of the world about us, is that other foe of 
ours, the personal enemy, that plots and plans un- 
tiringly against us, the same that ruined Eve in Para- 
dise, and that sets himseK to ruin Eve's children 
now. And if this devil were of such fearful cunning 
in the days of Eve, depend upon it, he is not grown 
less skilful by the practice of 6000 years. 

With this account of the three foes to our soul's 
purity, you can, I hope, properly understand what is 
to follow. For here, as you will have observed, arises 
naturally our second consideration ; this, namely — 
supposing these three enemies at work, after what 
manner does a man sin by impure thoughts. 

Now, my Brethren, from what I have been saying, 
you can, in some sort, gather that, in the growth of 
these thoughts, there are three distinct stages : 1. The 
suggestion, or entrance of the image before the mind ; 

2. The pleasure taken in the presence of that image ; 

3. The desire of sinning in the way that the image re- 
presents. Each stage of these we shall briefly consider. 

And first, with regard to the mere suggestion of 
impure thoughts. People have been foimd to think 
that these bare suggestions are of themselves sinful. 
Now that is a mistake. These suggestions are only 
what are called temptations ; that is to say, attempts or 
trials to make you sin. But the occurrence of tempta- 
tions id a thing for which we are not ordinarily re- 
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sponsible, as being a thing over which we have ordi- 
narily no proper control. Concupiscence, or the senses, 
or the devil, brings up improper images to our minds, 
often when we are quite unaware of their beginnings. 
We cannot help that, and what we cannot help is no 
sin. Nay, these very suggestions may become matter 
of merit to us ; and in a manner that we shall now 
see. 

For, my Brethren, though for the first beginnings 
of these temptations God does not make us in anywise 
responsible — except, indeed, we knowingly put our- 
selves where such thoughts are likely to occur (of 
which, by-and-by) — ^yet, for the deliberately enter- 
taining, and handling, and dallying with these sug- 
gestions, God will not hold us guiltless. For, each 
man is bound to save his own soul, and, therefore, 
bound not to imperil its salvation. But, as men now 
axe, with that terrible concupiscence Hving and on the 
watch within them, to entertain immodest thoughts 
is about as wise as to walk among heaps of gunpowder 
with a blazing branch in your hand. What if some 
spark from the branch should fall on the powder ? 
Or — to put it in another way — though the Lord will 
not punish you because that, without fault of yours, 
the enemy has stolen across the borders ; yet will He 
most assuredly punish you if you give that enemy 
shelter in your house, and make him room to effect a 
lodgment there. 

But, suppose you do even this ; suppose you de- 
liberately entertain the impure image ; and suppose 
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you furthermore take pleasure in what the image re- 
presents, then here is the second stage in the growth 
of these sins. And, with regard to the sinfulness of 
this second stage there can be no manner of doubt. 
For what is it but delighting in that which the Lord 
has declared foul and an abomination ; what is it but 
rejoicing that God's enemies have got footing in His 
kingdom of your soul; what is it, most of all, but 
lending your own soul to its own complete and utter 
destruction] For, my Brethren, the man who de- 
liberately delights in the images of things impure 
will not be slow to give his consent to, nor slow to fix 
his desire on, the acts which these images represent. 
And thus will he have arrived at the third stage, 
the consummation and completion of the impure 
thought. 

In this third stage the sinner desires the commis- 
sion of some outer impurity, so, that were opportunity 
and means forthcoming, he would willingly reduce 
his desire to action. That such desire is mortally 
sinful you need not be told by me. Neither is it 
necessary to say that the precise sinfulness of the 
desire will depend upon the precise quality of the 
object desired, so that, for instance, it will be more 
ainfol to lust after one that is married than after one 
that is as yet single. Of all this you have been warned 
in a previous instruction. For me, what alone remains 
is to put before you the evil consequences of these 
impure thoughts and desires, and to submit for your 
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acceptance some of the means whereby they may be 
fought with successfully. 

And herein I shall commence by warning you of 
an error, which, if not very prevalent, has at least a 
noticeable existence. And the error is to think lightly 
of these sins. Now I do not want you to believe that 
immodest thoughts are as utterly bad as immodest 
actions, but I want you to believe that immodest 
thoughts are bad enough to bring you into hell. And 
if proof hereof were at all requisite, we have for our 
enlightenment not merely the Ninth Commandment, 
but up and down the Scriptures most unmistake- 
able witnessing to the great sinfulness of immodest 
thoughts, saying plainly, in the words of Solomon, 
that they are *' abominable before the Lord." " Out 
of the heart," says Jesus Christ, "come evil thoughts, 
adulteries, and fornications ; and these are the things 
that defile a man ;" where the Saviour, knowing the 
peculiar danger of these evil thoughts, wishes to put 
us on special guard against them, and therefore gives 
them the first place in the enumeration. And again, 
the Lord Jesus has declared that, " whatever man 
looketh upon a woman to lust after her, the same hath 
already sinned with her in his heart." Therefore, 
this thing is plain, that if you do not despise your 
own souls, you wUl resist every impure suggestion 
(crushing it, if may be, on the threshold), and 
keep yourselves free of consenting to any immodest 
thought. And, to aid you in working out this end, 
I shall, in the third part of my instruction, point out 
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some of the rules to be followed in the war against 
impure temptations. 

Now, my Brethren, there are some rules of such 
wide and general usefulness as to be applicable in 
fight against all manner of sins. Such are frequent 
prayer, and the constant recollection that we are un- 
der the eye of God. That you make application of 
these rules I take for granted. But just now I regard 
it our special business to find out the rules that are 
specially fitting as against the special enemies of our 
purity. For special diseases, it is right to have 
special cures ; and for special enemies, it is right to 
have special modes of defence. And if you recall a 
moment what I said in the first part of this instruc- 
tion, you will easily perceive of what kind these rules 
in the present case should be. Did I not set out by 
naming to you the three great sources of impure 
thoughts — ^the senses, the flesh, and the devil P These 
are the three foes to our souls' purity. With each of 
these we shall have to contend, and in regard to each 
of these, we should have a special rule of defence to 
follow. Nor are such rules difficult to find. 

And, firstly, in respect of the senses, the rule for 
rendering them powerless against our purity is sum- 
med up in three words, " avoid the occasions of sin ;" 
avoid the man or the woman, the house or the meet- 
ing, the book or the newspaper, everything in short 
that endangers the safety of your souL This rule I 
know is an old one in your ears. Its wisdom and its 
importance have been proven for you many times ; 

l2 
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and you know them both quite as well, I dare say, as 
I can know them. But, my Brethren, to know that 
a thing is true, is different from feeling that it is 
true. Yet without feeling that it is true, its truth 
is not likely to have much influence on our life. And 
so, my Brethren, neither my purpose nor your pur- 
pose is served by your mere knowledge of this pre- 
sent rule. I am required to ask you (as each of you is 
required to ask himself) has this rule been more to you 
than a blank and bare form of words ; has it had for 
you a solemn and earnest meaning ; have you taken 
that meaning really, not in appearance merely, to heart ; 
with such solemn and earnest meaning have you 
made this rule the guide of your conduct ; and have 
you had perpetually before your mind that only the 
maddest presumption could bring a man to break 
this rule ? To these questions, what answers your 
consciences will make, I do not know. But, if even 
one of these questions have to get a negative, then I 
say that the man whose conscience so speaks has need 
to look well to his future. If he has been accustomed 
to think lightly of the rule which tells him to avoid 
the occasion of sin, then I say that his past life is 
probably nothing to be proud of; and if ho does not 
begin at once to take this rule to heart, I say to him 
again that he should look well to his future. Think 
of this, that the man who needlessly puts his life in 
danger, is in very deed guilty of his own blood-; that 
the man who needlessly ventures into a tiger's den 
has only himself to blame if the tiger tear him. 
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Would you without necessity enter into a house 
where you are told, and know yourseKthat some 
pla^e is raging ; where you are told and know your- 
seK that all, or nearly all, who have entered, have 
taken the plague and died ; would you do that, I ask, 
because simply there is a distant chance that you 
will not catch the infection ? I have hardly a fear 
that you would do anjrthing so foolish. And shall it 
be told, my Brethren, that you are more careful of 
the body, and of the life that ends, than of the soul, 
and of the life that does not die ! And this, too, 
though God is looking on the while. What ! If 
when going to this meeting where experience warns 
you that foul thoughts, and lustings are likely to arise 
within you; if when enjoying in forethought the 
society you will meet there, you of a sudden saw 
God's finger threatening from the Heaven, and heard 
God's voice ringing in your ears " enter that house 
and you die," would you not, my Brethren, start back 
in terror, and sore afraid lest that mighty arm, now 
raised in warning, should descend and strike ! Ah, 
my Brethren, even now have mercy on your own 
souls. Bring them not where they will be woimded 
to the death. Let not your own blood be red upon 
your own hands. " If your right eye scandalize you 
pluck it out ; and if your righii hand scandalize you 
cut it oflf. It is better for you to go maimed into 
heaven than with all your members into hell." 

Nor tell me that you will not indeed break with 
these dangerous occasions, but that when the temp- 
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tation oomes you will pray to God and He will help 
you. Tell me not that, I say ! For, in the first place, 
the chances of your praying, as you propose, are as- 
suredly very poor, much too poor at all events to have 
your salvation dependent on them. But, in the second 
place, how know you that in such circumstances the 
Lord will helpjyou when you call? Is God a slave of 
yours that you mean to use Him as you will ; that 
you can, in one instant, despise His warnings, and, 
in the next, get Him to strike down the enemy that 
is too strong for you ? God is very good, and kind, 
and forbearing. His mercies are over all His works, 
and the depths of His love no man has sounded. 
Granted. But God is law, and order, and rule, and 
always works according to law, and order, and rule. 
And His rule is to let the man that loves the danger 
perish there. He may, I know, break that rule when 
and where He pleases, for He is free to use His crea- 
tures as He will. But, the fact is, that He does not 
break it, that He holds on to it for ever and ever ; 
and there is no one here with a warranty that God is 
going to break His rule for him. 

But, even though you avoid all the outer occasions 
of impure sins, and thus render your senses at least 
oomparatively harmless, you are not yet secure against 
the assaults of impure suggestion. For, my Brethren, 
your second enemy, concupiscence, yet remains. Close 
your eyes and close your ears as you may, concupi- 
scence will yet, with God's permission, suggest foul 
thoughts to your soul. And then, worst of all, in 
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most men's minds it will never fail of finding matter 
to handle. In the nooks and comers of these nunds 
the devil has hung up the mementos of his past 
successes, and concupiscence has only to touch the 
secret springs for a whole gallery of foul pictures to 
arise. 

Against this so rude, imresting enemy how shall 
we have a chance of holding out ? When the flesh so 
lusteth against the spirit, how is the spirit to become 
victorious? Brethren, you already see the special 
way. Is it not evident, that to conquer this concupi- 
scence, we must, in the first place, lend our souls a 
great and crushing strength ? And where shall such 
strength be sought for ? Where, but in that Holy 
Sacrament which is indeed the " Food of the Strong," 
and the "Wine springing up unto virgins!" Where, 
but in that Holy Eucharist which is indeed the 
" Strong God and the Holy God !" Where, but in 
that Flesh of the Lord which " whoso eats shall not 
taste death for ever !" 

And, my Brethren, to insure yourselves the victory 
you must, besides strengthening the spirit, weaken 
and break down the flesh. And this you are to do by 
bodily mortification, such as fasting, and the like. I 
am not ignorant that with some it has grown fashion- 
able to hold fasting in small esteem. But I have 
hopes that you, my Brethren, entertain other and 
more Christian views. I hope you think that what- 
ever draws us nearer to God must be good, and just, 
and holy ; and I hope you know that, to get near 
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unto God, we must crucify the body with its passions 
and desires. People may sneer at your fastings, for 
not only devils, but men also, make our road to 
heaven as difficult as they can. Still, never mind the 
sneerers. St. Paul is a better guide for your following 
than they. And St. Paul chastised his body to bring 
it into subjection, lest while he preached God's 
Gospel imto others, he should himseK become a cast- 
away. 

And then, as in all warfare, it is accounted good 
generalship to fight the enemy with his own plans, 
take you a lesson from concupiscence to turn against 
itself. It attacks you by placing impure pictures 
before your weak and yielding minds. Join issue 
with it there. Give it no room for its images. Have 
the walls of your hearts occupied with other things. 
Hang them round about with pictures of Him who 
is at once your Master, your Lover, and your God. 
Turn away from the painted foulnesses, and look upon 
the dear, sad face of Jesus. Remember the great 
sorrow that pressed His brows, and tell the lust of the 
flesh that you are not so hard of heart as to murder 
Christ again; that you cannot forget Gethsemane, 
nor Pilate's Hall, nor Calvary ; that your heart is 
full of the Lord's suffering, and broken for the 
Lord's sorrow ; and that, were there nothing else to 
do it, even His great love would shame you into 
sanctity ! 

But, my Brethren, our wrestling is not yet ended. 
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We have still the devil to overcome. And this enemy 
is the most dangerous of all ; dangerous even for the 
perfect manhood that he marred in Paradise, un- 
speakably dangerous for the sickly men that he is 
besetting now. And herein precisely does his strength 
against us lie, that he is skilful while we axe igno- 
rant, and he is earnest whUe we are careless. This 
is the seK-same character that Scripture gives him. 
He is the roaring lion, because of his great hunger to 
destroy souls ; he is the old serpent, because of his great 
craft in working their destruction. 

Against this enemy, so strong and skilful, we shall, 
of ourselves, be all unable to carry on successful war. 
Single-handed, or linked together, we men are no 
match for him. Our only chance is in some friend, 
strong enough and kind enough to fight our battles. 
And, behold ! the Friend " cometh quickly." This 
is she, God's own Mother, the Queen in that great 
Kingdom of the Church which Satan hates so fiercely; 
this is she that crushed the serpent's head and broke 
his power, and stands out for ever his mortal foe ; this 
is she, the Tower of David, strong to repel the enemies 
of God's people ; this is she, the Help of the "Weak, 
on whom no man hath called and she did not hear ! 
With her, and her Son, the Great Captain Jesus, to 
fight our battles, of whom shall we be a&aid ! If God 
and His Mother be with us, what matter though all 
the devils that bum in hell be leagued on the other 
side ! 
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And now, my Brethren, having, as briefly as I well 
ooTild, considered immodest thoughts in their origin 
and causes, and several degrees of sinfulness ; having, 
furthermore, told you the special aids that may assist 
our weakness in the war against them, what is it that 
I shall say more P Can I do better than remind you, as 
St. Paul was wont to remind the first Christians, 
that, for none of us, is there here a home or a lasting 
city ; that we are, not exiles, for we never yet saw 
our Fatherland ; but, like the scattered Jews of old, 
bom upon strange shores and among apeople that know 
us not ; we march, armed pilgrims, each in his ap- 
pointed way, on and on to the Sion of the Lord ! 
Remember, then, the land to which you are journey- 
ing ; remember that calling with which you have been 
called; and remember that, among Christian men, 
whose hopes are in the heavens, adultery and all un- 
cleanness should not be so much as named. For, my 
Brethren, are we not in expectancy, all of us, that we 
shall yet be lifted, in God's good time, out of the weary 
desert, over the weary mountain, and into the good 
land and large ! And ought we, think you, to make 
ourselves unfitted for the pure company that dwells 
therein ; ought we, think you, by soiling them with 
impure images, to mar the great beauty and shame the 
great destiny of our souls ! Be ye pure of heart, then, 
if for no other reason, at least for this, that you hope 
to be numbered among the Blessed of the Father ; to 
see the great army of saints that fought so loyally for 
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the Lord ; better still, to see the sweet angels that 
loved Him from the beginning ; still better, to see 
the Spotless Mother so kind to ns who are not spot- 
less ; best of all, to see God Himself, One in Three, 
Three in One, with that special sight which is the 
special promise to the " clean of heart I" 



VIII. 

CHRISTMAS DAY, 1870. 



" And there were in the same country shepherds abiding in 
the field, keeping watch over their flock by night : And lo ! the 
Angel of the Lord came upon them, and the glory of the Lord 
shone round about them, and they were sore afraid : And the 
angel said unto them, Fear not, for behold I bring you good 
tidings of great joy which shall be to all people ; for, unto you 
is bom this day in the city of David, a Saviour who is Christ 
the Lord : And this shall be a sign unto you, you shall find the 
Babe wrapped in swaddling-clothes lying in a manger : And 
suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly 
host praising God, and saying, Glory be to God on high, and 
on earth Peace, good will toward men."* — Luke, ii. 8, 9, 10, 
11, 12, 13, 14. 

There has now, my Brethren, a long period of 
eighteen hundred and seventy years gone by since 
an event occurred — our Church commemorates it to- 



* It will at once be noticed by every reader of these pages who 
happens also to be a critical student of the Scriptures, that the 
above text is taken, not from the Douay Version, but from what 
is called the Authorized Version of the English Bible. Why 
that is so, may require explanation. It may require more. That 
a. Catholic writer, no matter how small his pretensions, should 
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day — by far the most important that human history 
records. Facts, great and fruitful, have been numerous 
upon the earth, but no fact has it seen so great and 
so fruitful as the Birth of Jesus. Famous cities have 
risen upon it before now — Babylon, Troy, Athens, 
Eome — ^to-day famous cities stand upon it too— 
London, Paris, Berlin, Eome (still Eome, always 
eternal Eome) — ^but name the cities of times present, 
name the cities of times past, and the fame of that 
small Bethlehem in the land of Judah transcends them 
all. For the great event which to-day recalls sur- 
roimds the little place with a glory of a superhuman, 

in any case prefer the Protestant to the Catholic translation of 
the Scriptures, is sufficiently strange to require not merely an 
explanation, but also an apology. Such an apology I propose 
briefly to give. 

I commence my apology by frankly stating, in the flrst place, 
that my principal reason for preferring the text as found in the 
Authorized Version is, because the text, as so found, is more suited 
than is the Douay text, to the Sermon which I wished to preach, 
and which, I apprehend, it is the spirit of the Church to have 
preached on Christmas day. The duty of promoting the glory 
of God, and the duty of promoting peace in the human family, 
are the two duties which, as I think, that great day has been 
always supposed specially to suggest to the minds of men. Nor 
has the peace with which the name of Christmas has been asso- 
ciated been supposed, I think, to be a restricted peace in any 
way. It is a peace which comes to " all the people." I do not 
here draw attention to the fact that on close inspection the Fro* 
testant and Catholic versions do not differ so much as at first 
view would appear ; that even according to the Catholic version, 
the angels pray for peace to men of goodwill ; that, as a matter 
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of a truly — one may say it without fear— of a truly 
divine kind, invests its littleness with its own supreme 
greatness, and insures to it a world-wide remem- 
brance till the earth and the heavens pass away. 

And yet, my Brethren, that little event which has 
so laid its mark upon the past eighteen hundred and 
seventy years, which will yet lay its mark in similar 
fashion upon all the years that are still to come, was 
in appearance of the most trivial kind. Were it to 
occur to-day, it would scarcely be recorded, scarcely 



of course, they must be supposed to pray that all men would be 
men of good will ; and that, therefore, even in the Catholic ver- 
sion, the angels really pray for peace to all. Neither do I draw 
attention to the fact, familiar to every student of the Scripture, 
that the biblical term peace has a much more extensive meaning 
generally than the same term as used in modern secular English. 
But, generally speaking too, the simple idea conveyed by the 
modem secular term is included in the complex idea conveyed 
by the term of the Bible. 

In the second place no one pretends that the Douay version 
is correct in all, even its minutest parts. Nor will many Catho- 
lics insist that the Vulgate — itself a translation, as well as the 
Douay — is quite free from all inaccuracy. Most Catholics will 
be content to say of it what has been said of it by the Council 
of Trent. And the Council of Trent has not gone so far as to 
pronounce it free frY)m all inaccuracy. 

In the third place, if the toxt above were a text debated in 
any of the more important dogmatic controversies between us 
and our opponents, I should be very sorry to give even the 
smallest countenance or appearance of countenance to the non- 
Catholic view. But the text above is not a text of that kind. 

Finally, all Catholic commentators are not opposed to the 
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be noticed, perhaps, except by the keeper of the parish 
register. A poor maiden, footsore and weary (ragged 
and hungry shall I say ?) brings forth her first-bom 
in a winter stable, — not even an empty stable, for an 
ox and an ass are there — has no attendance for her- 
self or for her baby except what a poor, old, penniless 
man can give them ; has no bed for her son but the 
stable manger; no bed for herself but the stable 
straw — that is all. A somewhat striking event at 
anytime ; but in modem times, and civilised places, 

text as found in the Authorized Version. It would be an easy 
matter for me to put in an erudite appearance here. I would 
have only to quote a little Latin or a scrap of Greek taken at 
tenth (or twentieth) hand from some one of our great expoun- 
ders of Scripture. But I content myself with citing a very 
humble book, to be found, however, now in the hands of 
most, — Haydock's edition of the Douay Bible. The note of 
the Rev. Mr. Haydock upon our text, I give in full : — " And on 
earth peace, 8fc, The reason why the will is designated in pre- 
ference to any other power of the soul, is, because the will 
moves the rest ; consequently the goodness or badness of an 
action depends chiefly on the will. By this also the angels 
wished to show that the peace which Christ came to bring 
into the world was the internal peace of our souls, of which the 
external poace that subsisted under Augustin was a figure. — Nic. 
de Lyra. — In this hymn of the angels, there is a remarkable dif- 
ference observable in some of the Greek and Latin copies. The 
latter have it, according to this text, men of good will ; the for- 
mer, good will among men or to men, EvdoKia^ signifies the gra- 
tuitous benevolence of God towards man. So that this sentence 
seems divided into three parts : Glory to Gk>d, peace on earthy 
and good will to men."— Jans. Cone. Evang. 
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a very uncommon event indeed, I grant you. In 
cases like it the sick woman is generally pretty cer- 
tain to find some comforting assistance, at all events 
the shelter of a human home. Still, cases like it, and 
without the comforting assistance, do occasionally 
occur even among our own poor ; perhaps I should say 
with us they occur more frequently than with any other 
people blessed with the somewhat questionable bless- 
ing of civilization. And wherever such a thing occurs 
the event itself is considered, and looks inevitably 
mean. It is not such an one as is likely to give 
trouble to the rulers of the land, or to the great men 
who write the rulers' history. No one expects our 
sovereigns to mind the sorrows of their beggar sub- 
jects. No one expects our historians to chronicle 
anything about the beggar births of the population. 
And so, were the Babe of Bethlehem to be born to-day, 
I am afraid He would be as undistinguished now 
among the Britons as He was eighteen himdred and 
seventy years ago among the Jews. 

And yet, my Brethren, this. Babe of Bethlehem, 
in appearance so destitute and dependent, was in 
reality just the supreme owner and the high lord of 
all. Scarcely any one took notice of his arrival ; for 
Him there were no balls and banquets, no crowds 
and congratulations ; and yet was He the Shiloh for 
whom the Prophets sighed, the long-deferred " desire 
of the everlasting hills." The poor little fingers that 
the cold is pinching belong to one who laid the world's 
foimdations, fixed the stars to His bidding, held the 
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sea in the hollow of His hand. The poor little eyes 
that have already entered upon their thirty-three 
years' sorrow, have, gazing from behind them, that 
majestic Godhead which lives the life and feels the 
stillness of eternity. It is God's usual way. With 
Himself it happens as it happens with His kingdom. 
He always comes without observation. He affects 
no grandeur, assumes no airs, makes no display, but 
moves in and on, quiet, easy, imobtrusive, with just 
a tinge of that careless calm, that smiling self-confi- 
dence, which even among men is the sure mark of 
genuine strength for ever. And so, eighteen himdred 
and seventy years ago, the Sham Bang at Eome was 
making any amount of social, and political, and reli- 
gious noise, getting himself called August, Imperial, 
Divine, whilst the Real King at Bethlehem was lying 
cheerfully in His manger amid the darkness and de- 
solation of the winter night. To be sure the EealKing 
was not without a welcome, and a welcome too, in a 
sense of a king-like kind. The imiverse that knew 
Him at His birth, as weU as at its own beginning, 
did in some way testify its gladness It could not 
help it. And so there was the special star, and the 
falling idols, and the angels' song, and the shepherds' 
adoration, and the wise men coming from afar. But 
even these, large as they look to us through eighteen 
hundred and seventy years, were in themselves but 
small, secret, private, timid, brief. And, looking at 
it, as it then appeared to human eyes, and judging it 
by a purely human standard, that famous birth at 

M 
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Bethlehem does seem rather low. God's way of hav- 
ing His Son bom, was a way which no respectable 
parent of those times would be likely to choose. 
If any respectable modem person happens to have 
been bom as Jesus Christ was born, he has no dispo- 
sition to preach that fact, or to have it preached from 
the house-tops; to trumpet it, ortohaveit trumpetedin 
the public ways. Rather he takes every precaution 
to spare the public the trouble of talking about it. 
For he considers such a birth as the birth at Bethle- 
hem inevitably and essentially mean. 

Now, then, my Brethren, all this being the case, it is 
good for us to consider (even for those who have con- 
sidered it much already it may not be altogether un- 
profitable to reconsider just now) why God determined 
to be a man and to be bom among us, and why, determin- 
ing to be bom among us. He determined to be bom in 
such a lowly, imdistinguished way. The considera- 
tion of the answer to those questions may be a very 
lengthened process — the end of the process not to be 
reached in haste — but the answer itseK is not far to 
seek. That answer may be put, has been, and is 
often put, in a variety of ways. But no way of put- 
ting it seems to me more simple in itself or more 
suitable in present circumstances than that suggested 
by the angels' song around the shepherds, " Glory be 
to God on high, on earth peace, good will to men." 
To bring glory to God His Father, and peace to men 
His brothers, — for that it was that Jesus came, and 
came with humiliation. Christ, like every other 
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divine apostle, had two principal things to do with 
men : He had to get them to know God's law, and 
He had to get them to observe it. Now, the two 
great, perennial, all-embracing principles of God^s 
law are, that men love God, and that they love one 
another. " On these two commandments dependeth 
the whole law and the prophets." But when Christ 
came these two commandments had almost completely 
faded from the lives and the memories of men. Men 
had gone ruinously wrong, both in their notions about 
God, and in their notions about themselves. And 
that remark is true in a rough way of the entire 
world when Christ was • bom. Outside the Jewish 
Church all was darkness ; inside the Jewish Church 
the light had long since begun to wane. Among the 
Pagans the true God was, to the majority, utterly 
unknown ; among the Hebrews He was known, but 
known to the majority only as a sort of jealous, all- 
powerful despot, with a terrible imutterable name. 
Among the Pagans each man was forced to be on his 
guard against every other ; among the Jews, though 
there was a common bond, it was a bond not of . 
brotherhood, but of bigotry. A complete religious 
revolution was wanted upon the earth, and to effect 
that revolution the Babe of Bethlehem was bom. 

For, my Brethren, — to enter a little into de- 
tail — in the first place, as I have said, there were 
eighteen hundred and seventy years ago very few 
people who knew God, and fewer people still who 
upheld His glory. Man, with such wonderful 
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powers both of heart and soul ; man, made only a 
little less than the angels ; man, made after the very 
likeness of God himself, had got so brutalized, his 
mind had become so stupefied by the flesh around it, 
that not merely among low, narrow, sensual barba- 
rism, but even among the highest and widest civiliza- 
tion, he had blundered and stumbled into the most 
hideous absurdities* concerning the nature of the 
Deity. In reading the history of the pre-Christian 
period, it really sickens one to see what miserable 
nonsense men can stick up and reverence as true, 
" the mendacity, the hypocrisy, the vile and incredible 
rubbish offered in the sacred name of religion, which 
men can manage to endure." A whole nation wor- 
shipping a calf, a whole nation worshipping a serpent, 
a whole nation worshipping a dog, a whole nation 
worshipping a beetle, whole nations, one may say 
loosely, the whole world of men kneeling down in 
adoration before sun, and stars, and rivers, and trees 
— nay, before even the block of wood or stone which 
their own hands had moulded, unto which their own 
fancy had decreed a shape ! There is, to my mind, 
no bit of Scripture which is so likely to send a thrill of 
terror through every earnest reader as that part of 
the Epistle to the Eomans, where St. Paul describes 
the state of the Gentile world when our Lord came. 
These men, he says, " became vain in their thoughts, 
and their foolish heart was darkened. For, profess- 
ing themselves to be wise, they became fools. And, 
they changed the glory of the incorruptible God into 
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the likeness of the image of a corruptible man, and of 
birds, and of four-footed beasts, and of creeping 
things. They changed the truth of God into a lie," 
he says, " and worshipped and served the creature 
rather than the Creator blessed for ever." These 
words of the Apostle probably refer in a special man- 
ner to the wise men, philosophers as they are called, 
of Pagan times. But if the wise few were sunk in 
such a depth of darkness, what a bl£M5kness as of the 
lowest deeps of hell must have been surroimding the 
ignorant many ! Even in Greece, that land of light, 
for evermore the scholar's land, God had no one to 
proclaim His glory. His worst and most dangerous 
rivals were raised up there. The Greek people would 
appear to have determined, as their first principle, 
that whatever else they worshipped, they would not 
worship BCm. And hence we find them giving a 
trial and raising an altar to every deity but the one 
that alone was true. They had a god for everything, 
for every power in nature, and for every passion in 
man ; for every virtue that they admired in theory, 
and for every vice that they served in practice. They 
went up along — persistent and exhaustive — the full 
gamut of theological absurdity, tiU at length St. Paul 
foimd them in Athens, perplexed and wearied, dis- 
satisfied with all their deities, and still unable to do 
without one to worship, building up altars " to God 
the Unknown." Thus, and much worse was it over 
all the world, save that little scrap of land where the 
Jews were dwelling. And even there one can hardly 
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Bay that people were giving the true God His glory. 
The book of the prophet Malaehy tells how, in the pro- 
phet's time, the God of the Jews was treated. He was a 
father whom no one honoured, a master whom no one 
feared. The spotless sacrifices of old were offered 
Him no more. Polluted bread was laid upon His 
altar. From among their flocks and herds, the people 
would spare for His service none but the sick, and 
blind, and lame. The days of Abraham, and Isaac,' 
and Moses, and Jepthe, and David, and Daniel, had 
long passed away. A race of men had supplanted 
these, great in talk, splendid in appearance, making 
long prayers, wearing grand vestments, compassing 
sea and land to gain one proselyte, straining at a 
gnat but swallowing many a camel, beautiful with- 
out but within full of rottenness and dead men's 
bones, ten times accursed as serpents, hypocrites, a 
generation of vipers, by Him who for them had 
nothing but fierce invective, or lofty contempt, while 
for even Magdalen and the poor Adulteress, He had 
the gentlest speech, and the tenderest hand. And so 
both among the Jews, and among the Pagans, God's 
glory was ignored. To put that glory upon its pro- 
per eminence, to force the eyes of men to look up and 
see it, to force the heads of men to bow down before 
it, was just the first reason why the Babe of Bethle- 
hem was bom. 

And, my Brethren, in the second place, not alone 
had men ceased to know God, but they had also 
ceased to know one another. And, as a consequence. 
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not only had God ceased to get from men His pro- 
per reverence, but men had ceased to get from one 
another their proper love. The human family had 
long since entered upon that terrible stage when 
each member was an object of neglect, or distrust, or 
hatred to all the others. Again let me refer you to 
St. Paul's Epistle to the Romans. After having de- 
scribed the absence of any real belief in the true God 
among the Pagans when Christ came, the great 
Apostle goes on to describe the moral condition of 
the Pagans at the same time. And, in describing it, 
along with many other things of which I spare you 
the mention, he says of these Pagans, that they were 
"filledwith all unrighteousness, wickedness, covetous- 
ness, maliciousness : full of envy, murder, quarrelling, 
deceit, malignity : whisperers, backbiters, haters of 
Gt)d, spiteful, proud, boasters, disobedient to parents, 
covenant-breakers, without natural affection, impla- 
cable, immerciful." That is certainly a fearful list 
of criminal charges. And in examining the various 
crimes mentioned, my Brethren, you will observe one 
peculiar character in them all — they all show that 
love for one another was a feeling of which Pagan 
hearts had got completely clear. The Jewish hearts 
had got completely clear of it as well. For, having 
spoken of the Gentiles, the Apostle Paul addresses 
himself to his own countrymen the Jews. And this 
is what he says:— "What then? Do we excel 
them ? By no means. As it is written, there is not 
any man just. There is none that understandeth, 
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there is none that seeketh after God. All have 
turned out of the way, they have become unprofitable 
together : there is none that doeth good, there is not 
so much as one. Their throat is an open sepulchre^ 
with their tongues they have dealt deceitfully. The 
venom of asps is under their lips. Their mouth is full 
of cursing and bitterness. Their feet are swift to shed 
blood. Destruction and misery are in their ways^ 
There was really no brotherly love among men, 
whether Jews or Gentiles, when Christ came. And 
hence we find Him putting down such love as the 
distinguishing mark of His own disciples : " by this 
shall all men know," He says, " that you are my 
disciples, if you have love for one another." And 
we find the Pagans unconsciously acknowledging 
that that was a most notable distinguishing mark. 
For, when Christianity makes its first appearance 
among them, we find them pointing out what, to 
them, was its most astonishing feature. And that, 
we find, was not its inculcation of purity. Neither 
was it its preference of poverty. Nor was it the 
novel Christian theory that weakness was better than 
strength, and sorrow better than joy. But it was 
the fraternal charity which Christ and His apostles 
made men's paramount duty, — which St. John the 
Evangelist appears to have regarded as the duty 
whose fulfilment ensured perfect submission to all 
God's law. " See ! " said the Pagans, " see how 
these Christians love one another." Such brotherly 
love was a prodigy in their eyes. They never dreamt 
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of practising it themselves. The very idea of it was 
foreign to their degraded minds. Nor, after all, is 
it wonderful that things should have arrived at that 
bad pass. For when the charity of man to God is 
gone, then is gone also the only sure foundation for 
the charity of man to man. Men cannot be as 
brothers when they recognize no common Father of 
all. The natural )iuman rivalry of nation and nation, 
of family and family, of man and man, leads of itself 
to universal mutual dislike, nor has it any adequate 
counterpoise except a clear knowledge of, and a firm 
belief in the fact that all nations, and families, and 
individuals, are subjects of One who cares not to rule 
over a divided empire, and who wishes above all 
things that His people be bound together by bonds 
of mutual love. The great moral feature of brutes 
is their intense personal selfishness, and the farther 
men get from God the nearer are they getting to the 
brutes. And hence in that dark, Godless time, when 
Christ's Kght struck suddenly across the world, it was 
not wonderful that men were discovered looking at 
one another with eyes cold in carelessness, or hot in 
hate. To stop all that, to make men brothers for 
ever, respectful as brothers, loving as brothers, was 
just the second reason why the Babe of Bethelehem 
was bom. 

So then, my Brethren, our poor Baby in the man- 
ger there, has these two lessons given Him to teach. 
Men and God are at variance ; He has got to arrange 
the quarrel. Men do not know God at all, or do not 
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know Him as He should be known ; our Baby in His 
own person has got to show them not only what a 
God is, but what a God can do. Men do not know 
themselves or one another, despise and distrust each 
other as though that were true which our modem 
sages are so anxious to establish — namely, that we 
men are but a finer breed, or a higher development 
of the envious monkey, and the jealous ape ; our 
Baby there has got to show humanity how large its 
heart is, what divine things it is capable of doing if 
it be only put upon its mettle and get fair play ; as 
there is to be no mistake henceforward about the glory 
of God, so there is to be no mistake henceforward about 
the grandeur of man. The gates of heaven have been 
barred fast, and no man as yet has been permitted to 
pass them ; they are to be flung wide open now, and 
our Baby HimseK is to lead in through them, the 
first battalion of that mighty army which, in the 
Judgment- valley, will be drawn up in line on the 
right-hand side. Glorious men and glorious women 
have long been walking pleasantly to hell; the 
devils have had an easy time ; God has been almost 
completely beaten ; His plans have almost completely 
failed ; our Baby has got to stop all that, to speak a 
word or two, do a thing or two, which will stir the 
heart of slumbering humanity, and wiU gather the 
whole world once again into the thin ranks, around the 
shattered standard, of the army of God. A darkness 
has come upon the earth, horrfd with foul aad filthy 
shapes ; our Babe of Bethlehem will fling a light 
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athwart the blackness, will raise a fire-pillar amid 
the gloom, and that fire, and that light will lead 
men surely where darkness can enter never more ; 
and where for light there is not needed, or any sim, 
or any star. And if Adam and Eve did mar our 
world, our Babe here, and His Mother, shall remake 
it all, till it shall not be their fault if the golden age 
of Eden, the imclouded days, the unfading flowers, 
the unwithering youth, the immortal beauty, the 
grand, Grod-like life of Paradise, without one sorrow, 
and without one flaw, be not enjoyed, yet more fully, 
yet more sublimely, by men once more ! 

These two lessons, then, my Brethren, that we have 
to pay a debt of glory due to God, and a debt of love 
due to one another, the Babe of Bethlehem has come 
to teach. How He taught them formally in His 
public life we all know. But He teaches them even 
now from His stable crib. By example, always so 
much a more eJBFective mode of teaching than precept, 
the Infant of Mary is enforcing these two grqat man- 
dates of love, which whoso obeys fulfils the law. Eor 
that Infant, in the first place, is the spotless Son of God 
himself, " the figure of His substance and the splen- 
dour of His glory," with full power to go at once to 
the right hand of His Father, with full right, even if 
He stay and take the office of man's redeemer, to 
begin the work as a king and conqueror, and not as 
a little shivering child. And yet, for the sake of 
His Father's glory. He foregoes the right. He wants 
to make some amends to God for the insults which 
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himmn crimes have flung and heaped upon His 
Majesty, and, therefore, He, the strong and stainless, 
humbles Himself before His father's feet. He wants 
to show men how great their God is, and therefore 
does He teach them a lesson and set them an example 
by abasing His great self before that greater Gfreat- 
ness. He wants Grod's glory to be again triumphant, 
and therefore do His attendant angels annoimce this — 
ghry be to God on high — as His everlasting motto, 
as the first strophe of His battle-song. But in the 
second place, this Infant sets us an example of love 
for one another. For this Infant is, not alone the 
Son of God, but He is also the Eldest Brother in 
God's great family of man. And behold Him here, 
in His poor swaddling-clothes, showing the other child- 
ren of His Father what their feeling for one another 
ought to be. He, the eldest and best, is suffering for 
them all. AndHe suflFersfor themall though He knows 
entirely how they will repay His k^dness by-and- 
by ; though he knows entirely how they are repaying 
His kindness even now. To His overwhelming 
charity it matters not what has come already or what 
is to come hereafter upon Himself. All He cares for 
is glory to God, His Father, on high, and peace to 
men. His brothers, on earth. And so, careless of 
pain, and humiliation, and ingratitude. He comes 
cheerfully to His stable ; to teach therefrom to 
all humanity the two grand lessons of love, known 
but rarely, heard but faintly, among men before. 
And thus does it come to pass, that, while the 
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stupid Sham King at Eome is thinking o nlyhow 
he shall best, and with least glare of fatuous absur- 
dity, raise himself to a niche among the Immortal 
Gods, this Eeal King at Bethlehem is planning out 
how He shall best, and with most complete self- 
himiiliation, debase HimseK, putting oiBF the form of 
God and vesting HimseK in the habit of a slave; 
how He shall best and with surest hopes of continu- 
ing success, enkindle in His brothers' breasts that 
terrible fraternal charity which is burning in His own 
— that terrible fraternal charity which has brought 
Him even now to the crib at Bethlehem, which has 
yet to bring Him to the garden of Gethsemane, 
through the hall of Pilate and the house of Herod, 
up the hooting streets of mad Jerusalem, on and on 
till it leaves Him, at last, bruised, and bloody, and 
desolate, and dead, on the hideous hill ! 

And now, my Brethren, eighteen hundred and 
seventy years have passed since Jesus began as a Baby 
to teach these lessons. And it must be admitted, 
both by friends and foes, that the teaching, so begun, 
has had a large success. Christianity has spread over 
all the world. There is no great nation that has 
not heard the name of Christ. Most great nations 
have, in one shape or other, accepted the religion 
which Christ camp to establish. Even the smaller 
nations, to whom Christianity is unknown, or by 
whom it has been wholly rejected, are very few and 
very imimportant. It is true now, even more com- 
pletely true than it was in the time of St. Paul, that 
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the glory of Christianity, like the glory of the stars, 
has beoome known to the uttermost ends of the earth. 
And wherever Christianity has gone, no matter in 
what imperfect or unfavourable shape, the two les- 
sons taught on the first Christmas Day have gone 
along with it. Nay, these lessons have come to be 
connected in a special manner with Christmas 
Day itself. Christmas-tide has come to be a 
season when the reverence of men for God, and 
the love of men for one another, are fresher, and 
warmer, and more tender than at other times. It is 
a season when sinners are ashamed to remain in sin ; 
when saints are ashamed to be satisfied with any 
present measure of sanctity ; when the bad become 
good, and the good become noble. And it is a time, 
moreover, when men's hearts are larger and softer for 
one another ; when old friendships renew their youth, 
and old feuds shrink away and hide themselves for 
shame before the generous spirit of Christmas Day. 
And there is. xuorLer. in o^ northern countries, a 
touch of pathos about the time, which few people, no 
matter how hard they be, are proof against for long. 
The dreary winter wind, the comfortless skies, the 
naked trees, the silent shivering birds, all the land 
hopeless and despairing a« though spring was to 
come no more ; and then — arising up to haunt us, the 
Divine face of the Divine Child for ever inseparable 
from it all ! And, further still even, does nature help 
religion. For, away from the Divine ChildandHis want 
and misery, do our minds wander to those among our- 
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selves, whom He leaves among us to take His place, 
and perpetuate His sorrow. The poor old men, and 
the poor old women ; the poor little boys, and the 
poor little girls, — poor and wretched always, but 
poorer and more wretched in those winter days, 
houseless, breadless, friendless, even as the Mother 
and her Baby long ago, — these, and such as these 
(of whom our own land has always her full share), 
our Baby introduces to us, as brothers and sisters of 
His whom He has left to represent Him on his 
eighteen hundred and seventieth Christmas Day. 
And so our hearts are stirred, and our mercy moved, 
and our eyes not quite so moistureless as at other 
times. And it is made true for ever, despite all 
shallow sneering and mad misanthropy, that " the 
larger heart," and " the kindlier hand," are rung in 
among us by our Christmas bells. 

But, my Brethren, though unable to deny a wide- 
spread gracious efficacy to this Feast of Christmas, I 
yet fail to view it with that complete satisfaction 
with which it is more or less the fashion to view it 
now. To hear the majority of Christians speak on 
Christmas Day, to see their happy faces and. their 
merry ways, one would think that a sort of millennium 
began with every twenty-fifth of December. But, in 
so far as I can judge, we need not be under any 
serious apprehension of anything like a millennium 
yet. Alas, no ! nor are we likely to be threatened 
with it fpr many years. For, applying to the case 
the simple test suggested by the angels, " glory be to 
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God on high, on earth peace," we shall find, I fesar, 
that God is not over importuned with gloiy now, nor 
men over-bnrthened with peace. The two great 
lessons of the Babe of Bethlehem — ^to love God and 
to love one another — are lessons that once indeed 
made glorious progress, that mate a sort of progress 
even still ; but they appear to me to have very few 
really earnest and enthusiastic students in our times. 
It was said once by a bitter tongue that the Christian 
field was long since worked out, and that a new supply 
of martyrs' blood was wanted much for its fertiliza- 
tion. It maybe said (but not with bitterness on 
Christmas Day) that a new birth at Bethlehem is 
wanted now, for that the old one had lost its powerupon 
the hearts of men. While its power remained to it, 
even ordinary Christian men couldnot forget their God, 
nor forget one another. Now they are forgetting 
both. God loved now-a-days ! What then of our 
practical infidelity, our stupid and stupefying indiffe- 
rence, our fierce passionate denial, or cold grudging 
admission of the grand prerogatives of Christ's 
Vicar ! what of the lying worse than the lying of 
the Scribes, and the hypocrisy worse than the hypo- 
crisy of the Pharisees, all fiourishing in the highest 
places ! what of the adulteries becoming a fashion- 
able intelligence, and the drunkenness becoming a 
holy cause, and the open shameless immorality spread- 
ing like a leprosy over all our city ! What, I say, 
of God's glory when all these are prospering and 
growing from year to y^ar, so prospering and so 



Christmas Day. 177 

growing that one is perplexed to guess their issue 
till one remembers that God is not yet dead altoge- 
ther after all, and that there is something written 
about a reaper to come when the times are ripe. 
Grod's glory, my Brethren, does not, of a truth, en- 
kindle much enthusiasm on the earth to-day. And 
as for the love of men for one another, I do not, even 
in these Christmas times, see any very convincing 
proofs that the human family know one another more 
completely, respect one another more sincerely, love 
one another more tenderly than in past years. I 
must even venture to think that this brotherly love 
is on the wane. Alas, yes ; and cheating, and jealousy, 
and envy, and hate, and "the strong against the 
feeble," and "the many against the few," and 
calumny, and hard-heartedness, and quarreling, and 
violence, and war — war, bloody, brutal, such as no 
dead generation ever saw — all these are in our midst 
and promise to remain there for many a day. We 
live, my Brethren, in cruel and hard times. Our age 
has a giant's strength, and it uses it like a giant. It 
has no pity for the smoking flax, and no mercy for 
the bruised reed. On and on does its progress chariot 
drive, careless of the broken hearts and the shattered 
skulls ground beneath its relentless wheels. We are 
surrounded by a world which, in the main, believes 
only in success (and success after its own heart), for- 
getting that heroes have fallen where cowards sur- 
vived ; that right was often vanquished where wrong 
prevailed ; and that the oi\ly Perfect Man whom the 

N 
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world ever saw died hooted by the rabble and gib- 
beted with thieves ! But all that is forgotten now ; 
and, on the whole, there would seem to have followed 
us and caught us the spirit of that terrible pre-Chris- 
tian time when men's hearts were without kindliness 
and men's altars without a God ! 

But my Brethren, Christmas after aU is no time 
for gloom. Even those among us who cannot forget 
that the majority of Catholics are anything at all but 
saints ; who cannot help noticing that in our days 
respectability passes for religion, politeness for piety, 
and fidelity to formulas for firm faith ; who cannot, 
at all events, forget that now, as always, the revolv- 
ing earth is as much in darkness as it is in light ; 
even those are yet all unable to withstand the in- 
fluences of Christmas times. They are forced to see 
things with the eyes of hope. And perhaps what 
their nature so insists upon may be fairly trusted to 
be right. At Christmas it looks unnatural to be 
desponding. And, in any case, it is quite certain 
now, as it was in another time, that, black as things 
appear, there are yet many among us who have not 
bowed the knee to Baal. You here, for instance, 

* 

have not forgotten the teachings of the Babe of 
Bethlehem. And, while even a few hold out, there is 
hope for the many, not merely because example is so 
efficient, but because God is satisfied with so very 
little. The elect have been saving the world longer 
than the world thinks ; if there had been found even 
ten Jiist in Sodom all Sod9m would have been secure. 
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Tlio state of things is bad, but it cannot be bad 
beyond a certain measure. Injustice may be trium- 
phant; hard-heartedness towards men, impudent 
contempt towards God will have their day; these 
terrible battle-shouts may drown awhile the chorus 
of the angels and the wails of Christ ; but you know, 
and I know, that there never yet was a combat between 
God and the devil, in which, eventually, God was not 
victorious and the devil overthrown. We Catholics 
have, at all events, one consolation. Over indivi- 
duals the devil may triumph ; over the great, im- 
bending Church he can never prevail. Come what 
may our Church is holy. She cannot help it. That 
she be so and be so to the end, is not her business so 
much as God's. No matter where her holiness resides 
(it need not be in Popes and Princes, but can very 
well take up with Mars and fishermen), the Church 
must be, for God's word is pledged to it, pure and 
spotless, unwrinkled and undefiled. And even our 
gloomiest takes comfort in belonging to such a 
Church to-day. 

And therefore, you, my Brethren, boasting your- 
selves members of such a Church, will still go on to 
practise the lessons which its Head, the Babe of 
Bethlehem, to-day is teaching. You know the virtues 
that, as the phrase goes, are proper to the season ; 
and, knowing them, you will exercise them. This is 
the season of larger love towards Christ, and of 
larger love towards one another. It is the season of 
larger love towards Christ, not only for the causes 

•n2 
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touched on before, but also (and springing from one 
of the most beautiful of our social habits) because this 
is His birthday, and therefore to-day shall He be 
honoured as He was never honoured during the now 
departing year. But, especially, almost proverbially, 
is this the season of larger love for one another. And 
therefore shall we all give ourselves up completely 
to the genial, cheerful, loving spirit which ever pre- 
sides over Christmas Day. Even our honourable 
cares — ^most of us are sure to have them — shall be 
cast aside. The Bridegroom himself is with us now ; 
when He is gone we shall again go back to our sack- 
cloth and ashes. To-day, at all events, we shall at 
least be Christians. For to-day, at all events, we 
shall, in our xnUdness, and gentWs, and sweetiess, 
liken ourselves to Him " who," as the glorious old 
writer puts it, "who was the first true gentleman 
that ever trod the earth." Sitting then by His crib 
at Bethlehem, we shall all catch up some little portion 
of that vast, unmeasured tenderness which our Eldest 
Brother owns. No vulgar anger, no un-Christian 
hate, no vain contempt of others, no haughty asser- 
tion of seK, no cruel want of pity, no bitter want of 
charity can find a place in our hearts to-day. The 
Hour and the Man forbid it. For, down through the 
eighteen hundred and seventy years, sweet and plain- 
tive across the snow, comes to us the old familiar 
story of the Divine Child who so suffered for us all. 
And. while that story is stirring in our hearts, we axe 
all as brothers once more, aU concerned for the family 
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honour, all concerned for the family support, all fol- 
lowing the example of our Eldest Brother, where we 
can, relieving misery, and where we can, preventing 
sin. And so, for one day at all events, do the un- 
believers roimd about us witness a reproduction of 
that glorious Christianity which amazed the unbe- 
lievers of Pagan times. For, to-day at all events, 
are our lives re-echoing the angels' song around the 
shepherds, "Glory be to God on high; on earth peace; 
good will to men." 

And, my Brethren, while on every Christmas Day 
it is our duty to extend the knowledge of these two 
lessons — of fiUal love to God and brotherly love to 
men — there is, unfortunately, on the present Christ- 
mas Day, a very special reason why we should strive 
to get the second of these lessons more widely known 
and more faithfully followed. Eighteen hundred 
and seventy years ago, when Christ was bom, all the 
world, by God's arrangement, was at peace. And 
that was for a sign, a sign that as the Prince of 
Peace and the Lord of Love had come, so wars and 
quarrels ought to cease for ever. For in His time it 
was fitting, as the prophet said, that " Men should 
beat their swords into plough-shares and their spears 
into pruning-hooks, that the wolf should dwell with 
the lamb, and the leopard lie down with the kid, and 
the calf, and the young lion, and the fatling together, 
and a young child should lead them ; that the wil- 
derness should blossom as the rose ; that nation should 
not rise up against nation, neither should they learn 
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wax any more." But now, on this eighteen-hundred- 
and-seventieth Christmas Day, the Prince of Peace 
sees His own people, His own chosen brothers, locked 
in fierce and deadly fight. And never, since He 
Himself preached peace upon the earth, did such a 
fight disgrace His people. Cruelty, treachery, lying, 
meanness, at both sides, and at both sides on an 
unprecedeiitedly royal and imperial scale. No re- 
spect for human honour, or human honesty, or human 
suffering. Two whole nations, — each abounding in 
the highest gifts, each capable of the highest good, 
each in its own way doing much for Christianity, — 
suddenly turned over to further the devil's work, 
hounded at each other to gratify one man's mad am- 
bition, to heal another man's wounded pride, or to 
enable a third man to keep a crown unto his son, 
which he himseK had got through treachery and 
murder ! One hundred thousand men, young, and 
strong, and vigorous, lost to us (the world's loss is 
ours too), lost to us in a few months through disease 
or violence ; vastly more slashed, and torn, and dis- 
figured ; hundreds of thousands starving in prison or 
beleaguered cities; millions of hearts broken, millions 
of heads bowed for ever ; all Christendom anxious and 
uneasy lest the terrible curse should spread ; we our- 
selves aghast with fear lest it should spread to us ; 
the terrible roar of cannon, and the horrible shrieks 
of men breaking in upon us, to mar the music of our 
Christmas bells ! In such a fearful period, my Bre- 
thren, has it been our fate to live. The fate is not a 
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very enviable one, I know. Yet is it God's will in our 
regard, and we must try to bear our own part of the 
sad burthen of our own generation. These French 
and Germans are our brothers, I say, and we must 
try to give them a brother's sympathy and a brother's 
help. Even here, in this house of God, we cannot 
shut out from ourselves the terrible war sounds that are 
borne to us on every wind. Nor ought we endeavour 
to shut them out, especially on Christmas Day. 
Still, in this place, we have only one course in respect 
of them which it is right to foUow. And that course 
is very clear. This pulpit, at all events, has no 
purely political end. It has no purely political 
sympathy. It has nothing to say to the purely 
political aspects of this fearfal war. To it, France 
and the Fatherland are equal, for, to it, France 
and the Fatherland are only two portions of 
that grander nation which alone it owns. Outside 
the pulpit a preacher has a right to hold whatever 
political opinion his reason and his conscience ratify: 
inside the pulpit he has no policy at all. At all 
events, while teaching God's religion, he will make 
very small account of man's political divisions. 
Looking from the pulpit his eyes can discern no 
boundaries that separate the nations : he forgets that 
there are such things as various nationalities at all. 
But he never forgets that nation of which Christ is 
King, nor the men that form it who are his brothers. 
Wherever men honour the name of Jesus ; wherever 
they have been baptized into His body ; wherever 
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their hopes rest upon His mercies ; wherever they 
weep over the blood-shedding of Calvary, and weep 
still more that it has been so much in vain ; wher- 
ever this twenty-fifth of December is with them a 
sacred day as being the birth-day of a Messenger of 
Perpetual Peace, — ^there must a Christian's sympa- 
thies for ever go, for there is the Christian's Father- 
land ! And therefore do we, on this blessed day, 
putting aside, as not concerning us, all disputes about 
the French and German claims to our political ap- 
proval, pray up to God for that common Christendom 
to which both nations claim to belong. And we beg 
of Christ to come down as a little Babe and a Prince 
of Peace upon our earth once more ; to calm the hot 
French heart, and imbend the haughty German brain ; 
to instil a little of His own gentleness into the souls 
of warriors, a little of His own simplicity into the 
souls of statesmen ; to scatter these horrid war-clouds 
that vex men's eyes, and to still these horrid war- 
shouts that vex men's ears ; till all. Frenchman and 
German, unite once more in singing the angels' 
song, " Glory be to God on high ; on earth, peace ; 
good will to men." 



IX. 

AT THE PUOFESSION OF A NUN.* 



" Then shall the kingdom of heaven be like to ten virgins who 
taking their lamps went out to meet the bridegroom and the 
bride. Now, five of them were foolish, and five were wise, 
* * * And at midnight there was a cry made : Behold the 
bridegroom cometh, go ye forth to meet him. And the foolish 
said to the wise : Give us of your oil, for our lamps are gone out. 
The wise answered saying : Lest there be not enough for us and 
for you, go you rather to them that sell, and buy for yourselves. 
Now while they went to buy, the bridegroom came and they 
that were ready went in with him to the marriage : and the 
door was shut." — Matthew, xxv. 1, 2, 6, 8, 9, 10. 

There is for any child of man, my Brethren, no in- 
quiry of such surpassing moment aff the inquiry after 
the precise path on which he will walk to the Lord. 



* This short sermon was never actually preached. It was to 
have been preached on the Feast of the Immaculate Conception, 
1869. The assembly to whicli it proposed to address itself 
would have been such an assembly as is ordinarily found in Ire- 
land at the Profession of a nun, viz. : priests, nuns, and the lay 
friends of the young religious. These remarks will explain some 
of the sermon's allusions. 
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For many reasons the determining of one's vocation, 
as we call it, is the most important of important 
matters. As a consequence, it always requires the 
most caution and conscientious attention. That a 
person should pause long and ponder deeply before 
he conunits himseK to any permanent line of life 
viewed merely as leading to a temporal end, is a 
maxim imiversally received. That there should be 
thought at least equally long and equally solenm 
when there is question of selecting a line of life viewed 
as leading to an eternal end, is what no sane man 
will be found to deny. The choice of a road to get 
to God, is, at least, of as great moment as the choice 
of a road to get to riches. The selection between the 
world and religion is, therefore, a very solemn 
matter, to be preceded by very solemn self-examina- 
tion. But that seK-examination once over, the 
chosen path should be entered upon generously and 
earnestly, with a whole heart and a whole will to 
walk along it bravely to the end. When God's 
finger has pointed, and God's mouth has spoken, no 
foot should slacken, and no heart should fail. 

Now, the paths upon which it is possible to walk 
to heaven are, in a rough way, reducible to two : — 
the path of the pious who live in the world, and the 
path of the pious who live outside it. Each of these 
has its recommendations real or apparent ; each has 
its drawbacks real or apparent too. Of the path of 
the pious who live in the world, it must, in the first 
place, be said, that it is seemingly a very pleasant 
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one betimes. Father and mother, sisters and brothers, 
dear relatives and dear friends, are fellow-travellers 
thereon. Much to delight the eye, and ear, and 
palate, meet one on the journey. There are of course 
delays and disappointments in abundance. But, as 
a rule, most of what the heart desires is supplied on 
the way. And at all events there is ever present 
that sense of liberty, that imconsciousness of outer 
restraint, which is certainly a pleasant thing, and 
which by many is held the most pleasant thing of 
all. The man of the world is for the most part his 
own master. His own will may be his own rule. 
He has not entered where the doors are shut. There 
is no flower about him that he may not pluck or 
have a chance of plucking. There is no sight around 
him that he may not either see or have a chance of 
seeing. There is no fruit above him that he may 
not either taste or have a chance of tasting. For, 
though God has kept the heaven of heavens to Him- 
self, yet the earth He has given to the sons of men ! 

Yet of this world-path, my Brethren, must it be 
said in the second place that it is a dangerous one 
withal. There is no doubt about the fact, though we 
may be puzzled enough to see how it comes to pass, 
that the most agreeable things in the world are just 
those things which are employed most frequently 
and most successfully in the devil's service. Since 
the fall of Adam the whole worldr(and especially the 
pleasantness thereof) is become one great temp- 
tation. There are serpents hidden under every 
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flower, poisons hidden in every fruit, precipices 
and pitfalls on every pathway. He that walks 
in the world, though his steps there be the steps of 
a stranger, yet walks in that very spot where, as St, 
John has written, there is nothing but the lust of 
the flesh, the lust of the eyes, and the pride of life. 
Every bad passion, and every incentive to every bad 
passion, find places in the world. No one can live 
there without coming in constant contact with in- 
carnations of impurity, avarice, and pride. No one 
can live there without having daily attempts made 
to bring him into the same case with these incarna- 
tions. Every plan is tried, every inducement of- 
fered, to gain his allegiance to badness. The cheer- 
lessness of virtue, the heartiness of vice, the propriety 
of doing what society does, the absurdity of doing 
what society does not do, the harmlessness of com- 
mitting a sin [or so, the easiness of repenting when 
the sin is committed, these and a thousand other con- 
siderations are urged upon the mind of him whose 
pathway is in the world. He is allowed no peace. 
The voice of the world is ever in his ears — speaking 
very loudly too, for it has the double purpose of 
making itseK be heard, and of drowning the quiet 
whispers of God's grace. In such surroundings, and 
under such influences, a man in the world must of 
necessity pass all his days. 

Now, my Brethren, that being the case, flight from 
the world becomes of itself a matter for praise, though 
there be no motive for the flight save the single one 
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of shunning these dangers to the soul. Obedience 
to common sense is ever laudable, and in the super- 
natural as well as in the natural order, common sense 
makes self-preservation the first law. But there may 
be for the mghtahigher motive than the motive of 
self-preservation. There may be the motive of trying 
to serve God in the highest and holiest way. Souls 
there are, who, knowing well that God's hand and 
face and voice are everywhere, in the town and 
country, in the house and street, yet know that it is 
only in solitude that His hand is felt sensibly, that 
His face is seen clearly, that His voice comes home 
keenly to the hearts of men. Though the world 
gives hours for prayer, the hours it can give are few 
and uncertain. Though the world gives places of 
retirement, these places are but badly guarded from 
the noise, and bustle, and uproar, surging up for ever 
around and about us. And therefore is it that the 
man who serves God in the world must serve Him 
with a sort of divided service. There are duties to 
men and women there quite as binding as duties can 
be, duties holy and sanctified no doubt, but yet in 
large measure tending to keep a portion of a man's 
heart away from God. St. Paul puts down the 
general truth in a particular way for his people at 
Corinth. " The unmarried woman," he says, *' careth 
for the things of the Lord how she may be holy in 
body and spirit, but she that is married careth for 
the things of the world, how she may please her hus- 
band." It is exactly the same in all other relations 
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as in the special relations of which the Apostle 
speaks. Everywhere the world is, it is robbing God. 
The man of business cares of course for his soul. But 
he cares for his business too. And somehow the care 
for his business lessens the care for his soul. He 
gives a good deal to God, but He does not give all. 
His sacrifices are not complete. They are not the 
whole bumt-oflferings of his entire self. They are 
rather like those oflferings of the old dispensation 
wherein, though much was given to the altar, much 
also was kept for family food. And hence is it that 
in all time since the Church's foundation those people 
who wish to be altogether God's, who wish to be very 
holocausts to His name, have been wont to slip aside 
from the world and its business, to live where no 
thought can trouble them on their passage unto God. 
Such a one is our sister here to-day. 

For, my Brethren, our sister here has taken heart 
to go in where the doors are shut. Like the Wise 
Virgins of the parable whence my text is taken, she 
waited long with her oil lamp ready till the bride- 
groom came. The bridegroom has come. The voice 
of her beloved is heard in the land. He is leading 
her away. He is bringing her from us into solitude 
to speak to her heart when there. In behind the 
convent walls, far away from the noises and troubles 
of the world, all connexion with that world severed 
for evermore, all ties that bound her to it cut with a 
firm, unwavering hand, all regrets and longings for 
the world's goods laid down at the convent gate, her 
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heart and her soul, her will and her desire, laid in 
her Superior's handB, and, therefore, in the hands of 
God ; thus has our sister arisen to follow the feet of 
her beloved, to live with Him here a little while till 
the day comes for living with Him eternally in 
another place hereafter. That, my Brethren, is what 
our sister is doing here to-day. 

And, my Brethren, to one who looks with worldly 
eyes her choice is the choice of a foolish virgin. She 
is giving up the world's freedom for the convent's 
seK-denial ; she is giving up the world's friendships 
and family ties for the life with strangers which the 
convent oiBfers ; the world's cheerfulness for the con- 
vent's coldness; the world's purple and fine linen 
for the gloomy, imlovely habit of the Nim. " Why," 
the worldly man will say, " it is a moral suicide ! 
She is shutting herself out from her kind as surely as 
the grave could shut her out. She is smothering 
every tender human aflfection as surely as death could 
smother it. And all with the absurd aim of doing a 
thing which she could do as well in her father's or 
her husband's house. God's will is all that she is 
asked to do. And God's wiU can be done without 
hiding one's seK in an ugly gown." That's the way 
of reasoning which the worldly man will follow — a 
way of reasoning that is followed pretty often in 
these times. 

Nevertheless, my Brethren, there is nothing surer 
than that the worldly man is wrong. It is his mis- 
fortime that he can judge only from what his outer 
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eye manages to see, and that he sees either not enough 
or through a distorting medium. "The animal 
man," says St. Paul, " receiveth not the things of the 
Spirit of God ; they are foolishness to him ; neither 
can he know them, for they are spiritually discerned." 
He measures from a wrong standard, and reasons 
from wrong grounds. His decisions and his measure- 
ments are naturally wrong. To a man who sees 
through green spectacles all things look green. To 
a man who sees through jaundiced eyes all things 
look yellow. But aU things are not green or yellow. 
They keep their proper colours no matter what foolish 
people may say about them. And similarly here. 
The character of convent life and the character of 
world-life remain what they are, despite what to this 
or that man they seem to be. The excellence of 
convent life remains sure and certain, no matter 
what doubts may arise about it. The superiority of 
its happiness over the happiness of world-life is still 
a fact, whatever opinions contrary thereto may be 
echoed by those who reason with the world's mind. 
The puzzle .is, how even the world could go wrong in 
a thing so plain. 

For, my Brethren, to take the lowest ground, what 
is it that the world's wisdom, even it, respects and 
reverences the most ? To what are most monuments 
raised, in whose praise are songs most sung, for what 
are accorded the loudest cheers ? Heroic sacrifice of 
self. Its heroes, they who in any noticeable way 
have devoted their lives for a good cause ; they are 
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the men of whom the world is proudest. They are 
the men whose very names are watchwords; the 
story of whose deeds sends a thrill through the 
world's heart ; the picture of whose character is set 
up everywhere as a model for the imitation of all. 
Now, suppose that the convent life is what the world 
paints it, and nothing more ; still, if self-sacrifice in a 
good cause is to be our standard of judgment, what 
cause is better than the cause of God, and what self- 
sacrifice is more heroic than the self-sacrifice of the 
woman, who gives up her nearest and dearest to lend 
herself body and soul to the work which God assigns 
her ? Surely the world is wofully blind. 

But, my Brethren, to go a step further, are these 
things that the worldly man assumes, really true ? 
Is it true that the world is such a delightftd place, 
fall of nothing but pleasantness and gladness ? Ah 
me ! the world is a pleasant place indeed — ^with such 
pleasures as the devils like ; but hardly a pleasant 
place with such pleasures as the angels like. There 
are roses in the world but the world knows that they 
have got their thorns. There are honeybees in the 
world, but with their honey they have also their 
stings. There are pleasures in the world, but even 
the best of them are in the end known to be false and 
hollow. We all find it out in time. He that was 
our greatest and wisest foimd it out — foimd it out 
when he had gone the whole round of the world's 
delights, had drunk deeply of them, even to the 
dregs. Riches, fame, wisdom, kingly dominion, all 
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were his ; he enjoyed them to the full, for he denied 
nothing to his heart which his heart desired ; and yet 
he canie to say in the end that vanity of vanities, 
and bitterness of spirit, were the end and issue of 
them all ! 

But, furthermore, does our man of the world de- 
scribe convent life fairly ; does his conception of it 
represent it as it really is ? Alas, when he talks 
about it, he talks about a thing of which he knows 
and tries to know just next to nothing. He has, 
possibly, seen convents, and he has, possibly, seen 
nuns ; but of the convents he knows little, save that 
they are built and managed on a plan jealously pecu- 
liar to themselves, being generally almost completely 
hidden behind high walls, and with never a human 
face seen staring from their windows ; of nuns he 
knows little, save that they never marry, that they 
dress and demean themselves in a noiseless, ghost- 
like, death-like way — eyes haK-closed, cheeks pale 
and hollow, voice low, and slow, and solemn, as if 
the speakers had been bom and trained in the awful 
land beyond the grave. But Religious themselves, 
who have had experience of the religious life, who 
have felt from practice what such life really is, who 
have gone in and dwelt and explored where the doors 
are shut, could add a good deal to our world-man^s 
information. They could tell him that convent life 
is not quite so blank nor quite so gloomy as his fancy 
paints it ; that there is a happiness behind the convent 
walls which, if he once tasted it, he would seek for 
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evermore ; that there axe delights behind the convent 
walls which the world does not yearn after, because 
the world does not know them ; that there are visions 
behind the convent walls to which his pageants and 
his palaces are but as the petty toys of a foolish 
baby ; that there is a music behind the convent walls 
to which all the music of the world is but as the 
maddening jingle of a country fair. For, my Bre- 
thren, what the world-man fails to realize, the Reli- 
gious realize to the full — ^this, namely, that for those 
who will seek them in solitude and silence, angels 
are not absent from the earth to-day ; that for the 
man of thought and the man of prayer the New 
Jerusalem has come down already ; that Pagan fancy 
was not more potent than Christian Faith ; and that, 
whne the world sleeps, divine spirits wander and 
watch through all its ways. For, my Brethren, this 
universe, as the Religious knows, is two-fold ; one 
part, the least important, visible ; one other part, of 
infinitely greater moment, imseen. And, though to 
mere natural power, what we see strikes us more 
than what we know of but do not see, with the super- 
natural power of Faith it is not so. For them that 
really believe. Faith has always been the very sub- 
stance of things to be hoped for, the very argument 
for things that appear not. In old Pagan and Ma- 
hommedan stories we read, with a tolerant smile, how, 
by exercise of some mysterious power, magicians made 
the invisible visible, showing splendid sights where 
no such things were suspected before. I have read 
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even how, whereas the vision of the other world was 
ordinarily vouchsafed to the magician alone, still, by 
having a certain ointment applied to their eyes, even 
the commonest people had power of seeing as the 
magicians saw. Now, my Brethren, what in those 
tales is but fable and fancy, in Christianity has been 
made real and true. Faith is the efficient ointment, 
and the unfailing spell. It makes the invisible 
appear. It disenchants the darkness of the earth. 
It lets us feel the touch of our angel's fingers, and 
hear the rustling of our angel's wings. Nay, God 
Himself it relieves from haK His mystery, shows us 
His face shining up to us from His flowers, down to 
us from His stars, and carries to us His voice, speaking 
in all the seas that roll and all the winds that blow. 
But the Faith that does all. this is not the cold, slug- 
gish belief of the ordinary Christian. It grows only 
out of prayer and solitary thought, such prayer and 
such thought as are had behind convent walls. And 
hence does ^t come to pass, that the eflfects of such a 
Faith, though familiar to the mm, are almost un- 
known to the mere man of the world ; almost, I may 
Bay, beyond his comprehension. For him, the earth is 
justwhat it looks to the outer eye, a dismal, lamentable 
place, fuU of confusion, and sorrow, and sin. If you 
question him about it, he wiU very probably give the 
orthodox replies on the subject of guardian angels 
and of the presence of God. But his practical feeling 
is very far from being what these replies would lead 
you to expect. Practically, the earth, to his mind, 
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is nothing better than a castaway place, where men 
toddle out a little life and then are no more ; a cast- 
away place, with its God sitting careless about it in 
His heaven far away ; a castaway place where the 
wisest thing a man can do is to pick out its best plea- 
sures, enjoy them in the best way, and then leave it 
till the death-hour to realize those awful doctrines of 
guarding angels and an ever-present God, which, 
during life, were never realized at aU. In point of 
fact, the world-man's estimate of the earth leaves out 
of consideration, not only the glory coming to it 
from God's presence, but, moreover, all the interest 
clinging to it as the dwelling-place of heaven-des- 
tined, undying, human souls. For him, practically, 
man has no supernatural destiny, and the earth no 
higher end than to become the home of the beasts that 
perish. But, for the Religious, the earth is a diflferent 
kind of habitation. It is the abode of men who are 
passing on to heaven or to hell. It is the abode of 
God and His good angels who bring heaven with 
them everywhere they go. It is the abode of the 
devil and his bad angels whom their hell accom- 
panies through all their ways. The Eeligious cannot 
forget the earth's true glory, cannot fail of seeing 
what to the world-man is invisible, and therefore can 
never be wanting in that rapturous happiness which 
communion with God and His angels brings. If 
the world-man ever sees a nun — ^nuns are not seen 
so easily as other women — he is likely to read her 
happiness in her very face. Perhaps he will regard 
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her as a visionary ; will speak of her with such an 
air of pitying patronage as our modem clever scho- 
lars aJBfect towards these " poor feUpws" the monks 
of old; will hint occasionally, with a significant 
gesture to the region above his eyebrows, that there 
are idiots in the Church and idiotic practices tole- 
rated even still ; but never will he be likely to deny 
that the Eeligious enjoys a happiness, lofty and 
abiding, which the world-man never enjoys. And, 
whether he denies it or not, the fact is sure. The 
nun may have pains and sorrows like other women, 
but she can never be without comfort for the sorrow, 
and balm for the pain. For, everything about her 
speaks to her perpetually of that tender Father who 
is, not in heaven alone, but in every, even the 
meanest, spot on earth. And she not only knows 
clearly, but she feels intensely that Father's presence. 
His eye that watches. His hand that guides. His 
still small voice that whispers tidings of guardianship 
through life, and of faith changed into vision, hope 
into possession, when death, the blackest life-hour, 
has brought her to the dawn. And, looking upward 
to her Father's face, hearing ever her Father's voice, 
she must be happy, must be blessed by God's presence 
here, must have calm confidence that for her great 
sacrifice He will be quick to give her a great reward 
hereafter, even that reward which he has promised 
to the hungerers after Justice, to the Just made 
perfect, which He has already accorded to the clean 
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of heart and the poor in spirit, who hold their pre- 
destined places in His home of many mansions now. 

And here, my Brethren, is suggested the prime 
mistake made by worldly men in passing judgment 
on a nun's vocation. They throw out of account that 
the virtues which a nun cultivates, aud which her 
vows oblige her to cultivate, raise her immeasurably 
above the ordinary spiritual height of those who dwell 
with the world and are followers in its ways. That 
is either thrown out of account, or, worse far, denied 
altogether. But be it forgotten, or be it contradicted, 
it is, nevertheless, all the same, true. Just for the 
purpose of testing that statement I shall say a few 
words about that virtue which in religion is regarded 
as amongst the highest, which in the world is thought 
upon as rather a mistake, when it is thought upon 
at all. It is to the virtue of chastity that I am re- 
ferring. 

My Brethren, it is a doctrine of our Church, that 
the state of celibacy is a higher state than the state 
of marriage. The Church does not teach that the 
married life is a life of sin. She never in any way, 
directly or indirectly, depreciates — though she is 
sometimes accused of depreciating, the offices of hus- 
band and wife. Quite the opposite. She has a sacra- 
ment by which these offices are sanctified, made so 
holy as to be, in the first place, blessed with God's 
special co-operation, as to be, in the second place, 
symbolical (and by divine institution symbolical) of 
some of the highest mysteries of the person of Christ. 
The Church upholds, and has always upheld, that 
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matrimony is of divine institution, and must there- 
fore be in itself both legitimate and good. But she 
at the same time upholds; and has always upheld, 
definitely and boldly, that high and holy as is the 
married state, it is yet inferior both in elevation and 
sanctity to the state of virgins. To us Catholics 
such a statement is, for the determining of our belief, 
quite enough. But it will yet be profitable just at 
present to examine the grounds upon which the truth 
of that statement rests. 

I have already suggested (in a previous portion of 
this discourse) one of the reasons why, in a religious 
way, single life is practically preferable to the life of 
the married. I said, you will remember, that the 
life of the nun is spiritually a safer life than the life 
of the worldling. In saying so much directly, I said 
indirectly, that the life of the celibate, being less en- 
dangered by worldly cares, is a safer life than the life 
of the married. But it would not, I admit, follow 
that, because a state of life was securest, it was there- 
fore the highest. The most cautious are not, neces- 
sarily, the most noble. Self-preservation is a good 
motive of action ; it may be, both naturally and super- 
naturally, the first law. But it is not the motive of 
action that is best ; and, neither naturally nor super- 
naturally, is it the law that it is noblest for a man 
to look to. We ought, if we are able, to base our 
preference of celibacy on a higher and more disinte- 
rested reason. Such a reason can, I think, be found. 

My Brethren, the state in which man finds him- 
self at present is certainly supernatural. His destiny 
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is a destiny to which his mere nature can have no 
claim, of which, strictly, his mere nature has no ne- 
cessity. But man's state at present is not only 
supernatural ; it is, in a sense at least, if I may use 
the phrase, unnatural as well. His own natural 
being is utterly imsuited to compass for him his re- 
vealed destiny. He is designed for heaven ; his 
natural being tends infallibly to hell. His soul has 
got to rule his body ; naturally, as they stand now, 
his body exercises an almost despotic sway upon his 
soul. In that state from which Adam fell man's 
lower nature and its passions would have been slaves 
utterly obedient to man's higher nature and its 
powers. In that state, if anything were to harm the 
soul, the fault would be utterly and entirely the soul's 
own. The body could not harm it, nor even rise 
up in rebellion against it, at any time. But in that 
state to which Adam fell, that is to say, in that state 
where we aU are now, aU is different. There is now 
a law of the members warring incessantly against the 
law of the mind. And, naturally and ofitself, the law 
of the mind has no chance of ousting the law of the 
members, no chance even of making it stop its efforts 
to bring the entire man under its dominion. I do 
not think I can succeed in making the matter as plain 
even in plain prose as Dr. Newman has made it in one 
of his verses. In his poem " Gerontius," Dr. New- 
man represents that person's angel as singing : — 

Lord, how wonderful in depth and height, 
But most in man, how wonderful Thou art ! . 
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With what a love, what soft persuasive might, 

Victorious o'er the stubborn fleshly heart, 
Thy tale complete of saints Thou dost provide, 
To fill the throne which angels lost through pride ! 

Hie lay a grovelling babe upon the ground^ 

Polluted in the blood of his first sire^ 
With his whole essence shattered and unsound^ 

And coiled around his heart a demon dire^ 
Which was not of his nature y but had skill 
To bind and form his opening mind to ill. 

Now, my Brethren, this " demon dire," which is 
not natural to man, but has yet a skill to bind and 
form his opening mind to evil, is nowhere so danger- 
ous, because nowhere so powerful, as in matters that 
concern the chasteness or unchasteness of the soul. 
The truth of that statement is known to all. And it 
is not merely true : it is true in a peculiar and dis- 
tinctive way. For though the offices of husband and 
wife are (as I said before) perfectly legitimate, still, 
as a matter of fact, they are, in the present state of 
men and women, hardly ever exercised without 
attendant sin. And hence, in the present state, 
whereas a life of virginity is a life of permanent, 
stem, self-suppression, the life of the married is (at 
least in a little way), a life of permanent, soft, self- 
indulgence — marriage itself rather a concession to 
fleshly weakness and social necessity than an advice 
to be followed, or a law to be obeyed. And hence, 
does St. Paul say, that " It is good for a man not to 
touch a woman," and that a man would be vastly 
better if he were, like St. Paul himself, a virgin. And 
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when St. John is describing the inhabitants of hea- 
ven he gives the choicest place to celibates ; " those," 
he says, "that have not been defiled with women ;" 
where he appears to insinuate that all carnal connex- 
ion of the sexes, lawful or unlawful, is in some sense, 
a species of defilement. And our Lord Himself, 
hearing from His disciples the remark, " If the case 
of the man be so with his wife it is not good to marry," 
does not, by any means, contradict the proposition in- 
ferred by the disciples, rather admits it, answering : 
" All men cannot receive this saying, save they to 
whom it is given. For there are some eunuchs who 
were so born from their mother's womb ; and there 
are some eunuchs who were made eunuchs by men ; 
and there are eimuchs who have made themselves 
eunuchs for the kingdom of heaven's sake. He that 
is able to receive it, let him receive it." No one can 
read that passage without at once perceiving that the 
same Christ who was a virgin Himself, who selected 
a virgin Mother, who loved, most of all among His 
chosen twelve, him that was a virgin, did also teach 
to men that the state of virginity is, by itself, supe- 
rior to the state of marriage. And the main ground 
of that superiority appears to be, not that the carnal 
union of the sexes is in itself sinful, or in itself tends 
to sin, but that, in the present state of man, the carnal 
imion of the sexes is nearly always practically sinful, 
or at least, nearly always practically tends to sin. And 
hence, as I said, marriage is a concession to human 
weakness ; virginity is demanded of himaan heroes. 
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A veiy familiar illustration will bring out conve- 
niently the point and bearing of these last remarks. 
It occurs often that frequent indulgence in the use of 
spirituous drinks leaves a man very much a slave 
either to partial or to complete intoxication. In such 
a case it becomes of course the duty of the person 
concerned to break the habit, and the duty of his 
spiritual adviser to insist upon his breaking it. No 
matter how hard and strong the habit has grown, it 
can, most certainly, be broken. Even in those in- 
stances where the indulgence has been of such long 
duration as to create a sort of physical necessity for 
its continuance, the necessity is not absolute and ex- 
treme. The greed for drink can be always conquered. 
But I do not speak here of the most advanced cases. 
I take into my illustration these instances only where 
the weakness engendered by self-indulgence is an 
effect produced upon the mind, and not an effect pro- 
duced upon the body — ^where there is no physical 
necessity to take the spirit, but a moral impotence to 
abstain from taking it. Such cases come for treat- 
ment almost daily to every confessor. The confessor, 
of course, counsels, generally even commands, absti- 
nence as the remedy. And it is interesting to note — 
this, too, is the point to which I wish to call atten- 
tion— ^in what different ways his counsel is received 
by different people. Omitting those who refuse alto- 
gether to do what he advises, and considering only 
those who are willing to take his counsel for their 
guidance, there are, in the main, two great classes of 
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the people with whom he has to deal. The first class 
is made up of those who will promise abstinence, but 
with a little reservation. They will ask his Eeverenoe, 
for instance, to allow them ''* a glass of whiskey" or 
" a pint of porter" every day, and beyond so much 
they will pledge themselves not to go. The confessor 
will often be sceptical of people that act after such a 
fashion ; but sometimes he will deem it prudent that 
tljLC glass or pint be conceded. And he always knows 
that the concession so made unto this first class of 
drunkards, is a concession made simply to their 
weakness. He finds, however, the second class work- 
ing in a different way. The members of it want no 
daily glass nor daily pint. They, strongly and sternly 
and bravely, put all intoxicating drinks altogether 
away. They make no compromise with their enemy 
at all. They tell the priest that they will, with God's 
assistance, break from their captors with a bound, nor 
permit these captors so much as to touch them any 
more. And the priest knows that such penitents as 
they are heroes. 

Now, to apply this illustration. Human nature 
has been gravely injured by Adam's fall, just as our 
drunkard is gravely injured by his habit of drunken- 
ness. Men have a natural proneness to follow the 
lust of the flesh, just as our drunkard has an acquired 
proneness to follow the lust for ardent spirits. And, 
as all men are bound to control the lust for ardent 
spirits, so all are bound to control the lust of the 
flesh. And, as in meeting the former lust men are 
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divided into two classes, so in meeting the latter lust 
are they divided into two classes. Some take advan- 
tage of a concession made to human weakness : these 
are they that marry. Other some make no such compro- 
mise; oppose themselves to the lust of the flesh utterly 
and completely; give it no quarter ; make no alliance 
with it on any terms : these are they that lead lives 
of virginity for the Lord. They are not a large body, 
but they are a body of heroes. Such an one is our 
sister here to-day. 

Therefore, my Brethren, to our sister here do we 
say, " rejoice ;" verily, this is for her a day of glad- 
ness. To-day is she taken from the places where God 
is served imperfectly, to the places where He is served 
by those who aim at the perfection of the Heavenly 
Father ; from the scenes where God is known as a 
stranger, to the scenes where He is known and wel- 
comed as a familiar Mend. To-day, in a spirit higher 
than the spirits of heroes, she, by the Lord's help, 
lays herself as a holocaust on the altar of the Lord. 
To-day, she leaves the world of sin and sorrow, to enter 
upon that border-land from which, indeed, can never 
be quite shut out the sins and sorrows of humanity ; 
from which, however, can in great part be known the 
joys and glories of heaven. To-day, all heaven is 
ringing with gladness for her gloiy ; for to-day has 
her name been added to the names of those who, 
dothed in white garments, and with palms of victory 
in their hands, follow the Lamb wherever He goeth. 
This then, is for her " the day that the Lord has 
made ;" " let her exult and rejoice therein." 
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And, my Brethren, is it not an auspicious circum- 
stance that this day, so joyM for our sister here, is 
also the day set apart by the Church for honouring 
our Virgin Mary's Immaculate Conception. 

We might be certain that what our sister here is 
doing now, would at any time call down the profuser 
blessings and the larger love of the Queen of Virgins. 
But, on this day, when the Queen's own heart is 
gladdened with the honours paid her, will the Queen 
herself not share her abounding glory with her latest 
follower, our sister here ? We have no doubt of it, 
my Brethren. And, therefore, do we again say to 
our sister here, " rejoice." Verily, has she much cause 
for gladness. For [she has this day established unto 
herself a special claim to the protection of God's 
Mother. That claim, we may be sure, is not likely 
to be disallowed. It will be answered here, and it 
will be answered hereafter ; here, by many a boun- 
teous favour of God's Spirit ; hereafter, by a place 
near imto the Virgin's own, in that glorious kingdom 
not made by hands, where it is our common hope 
that we shall all, brothers and sisters, sometime meet 
to part no more for ever. Amen. 



LENTEN SERMONS-* 



I. 

ASH-WEDKESDAY- 



^* And unto Adam he said, cursed is the ground for thy sake ; 
in sorrow shalt thou eat of it all the days of thy life. Thorns 
also and thistles shall it bring forth to thee. In the sweat of 
thy face shalt thou eat bread till thou return unto the ground ; 
for out of it wast thou taken; for dust thou art, and unto dust 
shalt thou return." — Genesis, iii. 17, 18, 19. 

All out modem life, my Brethren, is, in the main, 
just nothing more than one huge lie. Its promises 
are large and numerous ; it never fulfils them. Its 
pretensions are vast, universal ; its performances are 

* The few short sermons that follow are some of a series 
preached in the Parish Church of St. Michan's, North Anne- 
street, during the Lent of 1871. It was arranged by Canon 
M^Mahon, the respected and kindly pastor of the parish, that 
during the Lent there should be a sermon preached in his Parish 
Church every evening, Saturday evenings excepted. The pre- 



Ash Wednesd^iy. 209 

mean and shabby. For ever is it doing its best to 
make us fools, or to take us in. You know how it 
goes to work. We have learning, and it whispers 
that it will render our names everlasting. We have 
beauty, and it proclaims that we shall be social 
sovereigns for ever. We have wealth, and it shouts 
out that our happiness shall be imending. And then, 
alas ! alas ! amid all the lying promises and hollow 
pretensions, the Church steps in, carries in her wan 
hands Ash Wednesday's ashes, puts the black patch 
of doom upon our foreheads, and we go away, hang- 
ing our heads in wretchedness, as we remember that 



sent writer was requested to be the preacher. But the present 
writer knew that to preach six sermons every week for the seven 
continuous weeks of Lent, would be for him, both mentally and 
physically, if possible at all, very injurious. He undertook, 
however, to address the people on three out of the six evenings, 
suggesting that the parish clergy might preach on the other 
three. That was the arrangement finally sanctioned by Canon 
M^Mahon. 

The foregoing remarks will explain some of the phrases of 
these sermons. 

Concerning these sermons, the present writer has one other 
remark to make. They are here printed substantially as they 
were preached ; but very many secondary changes were made in 
them while they were in preparation for the press. Some of 
these changes were suggested by the writer's own judgment ; 
some were suggested by critical but kindly friends. He has 
sometimes preferred his friends* judgment to his own; but for 
every line in these sermons he holds himself and himself alone 
responsible. 

P 



210 Sermons. 

the grand brain, and the golden hair, and the gleam- 
ing eye, and the contented face, will come one day to 
rot into corruption, to crumble into dust, to slip out 
of men's memories for evermore. 

And, my Brethren, while the year is passing, all 
that is in great part forgotten. But, though men 
may forget their destiny, God does not forget what 
He has planned for men. They are not what they 
might have been, God's confidants and friends. They 
are naturally His enemies, judged and doomed ; and 
He will not leave them the comfort of forgetting 
their doom. Oftentimes during the year, but espe- 
cially on Ash Wednesday and throughout the Lent 
that follows it, that doom is rung into our ears. The 
Church's word goes forth ; the Church's breath stirs 
up the stagnant hearts and the lazy minds of men. 
And neither the Church's breath nor the Church's 
word can be quite ineflfective. No arrow shot from 
her bow is likely to miss its aim. The appearances 
of people in the Lent may, indeed, betoken no change 
of feeling. Our clever people may still seemingly 
wrap themselves up in their self-adoration ; our beau- 
tiful people may still seemingly glory in their social 
dominion ; our people of wealth may still appear 
proud and vain-glorious of their social independence; 
but neither pretensions of wealth, nor pretensions of 
beauty, nor pretensions of learning, deceive us any 
more. As the gifted of God pass before us, glorying 
in their gifts, we know what the pageant means. And 
we know that behind all their learning and all their 
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loveliness, behind all their happy faces and haughty 
eyes, there are hearts of sorrow and brains of wretch- 
edness, for Ash Wednesday's doom and death-knell 
is ringing in their ears ! 

So, my Brethren, that is what it is all to come to. 
" It is appointed unto all men once to die." " Death 
is the end of life." The grave is the goal towards 
which we are all running. A few years, digging in 
the field or scraping in the street; a few years, behind 
a counter of the city or in a farm-yard of the coimtry ; 
a few years, lolling about squares or posturing before 
looking-glasses ; a few years, clothed round with er- 
mine or adorned with a crown ; and then — ^the touch 
of death's finger to end it all. We know very well, 
all of us, what we have power to do, what work we 
are fit for, the excellences to which we may lay claim, 
the faults of which we must plead guilty ; but we 
. know much better that an hour is coming when we 
shall work no more, when brain and heart and hand 
shall be quiet for ever. Somewhere, the Lord knows 
where ; somehow, the Lord knows how, we shall lie in 
the clay at last — silent, careless in our repose; heeding 
not the daisies that bloom, nor the grasses that fatten, 
nor the birds that make merry above our graves — 
voiceless, spiritless, imcomplaining ; for dust we are^ 
and into dust we shall return. And while we are so 
wrapped round by clay and corruption, by death and 
darkness, the world will go on above us then just as 
it goes on around us now. Masses will be said, ser- 
mons will be preached, sins will be committed, sins 

p2 
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will be forgiven, Lents will begin and end, Ash- 
Wednesdays will come and go, the mountain that 
we love, will be loved by others, the books that we 
read will be read by others, the same sun will glad- 
den other faces, the same moon will sadden other 
eyes, and we — you and I — will be lying in our 
graves, crumbling and disappearing, unthought-of 
and unthinking, till this earth and all its madness- 
shall have finally passed away. 

But, my Brethren, if death were the end of all, 
death would lose all its terror. Even still, of course, 
it would be a great pain. But the pain, in the first 
place, would be only brief, and, in the second place, 
thirty or forty years of pleasure would be a good off- 
set to show against it. Life then would, of course, 
be a little sad, having no hopes of continuance beyond 
the grave, but if death put an end to all its hopes so 
also would it put an end to all its fears. Then might 
we follow the Pagan rule, " eat, drink, and the rest, 
for to-morrow we shall not be." The life of a man 
then were best modelled after the life of the beasts 
that perish. His were the highest destiny who had 
the best dinners, and the best digestion. 

But death is not the end of all. 

Dust thou art, to dust retumest, 
Was not spoken of the soul. 

Death is the end of much, but it is only the begin- 
ning of very much more. It is (for the dying man) the 
end of time and of time's shadows, the beginning of 
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eternity, and of eternity's realities. It is the passage 
from the little island of life with men to the boundless 
continent of life with God. It is our real birth, — 
life here being only the nine months of our darkness 
in the womb, life hereafter being the dateless existence 
in imchanging light and eternal years. In point of fact 
death in itself is nothing ; death in its consequences 
is the thing of things. For, it uplifts the veil which 
lies upon the mysterious world beyond, tears down, I 
should rather say, the veil which covers our own 
faces, and shows us at last, plainly and bodily, eter- 
nity and judgment, and Hell and Heaven, and 
Devils and Angels, and God, blessed above all. 
How fair the earth looks to us now with all its glory 
of grasses and trees and fruit and flowers : death 
will open up for us the earth unto its centre, and, be- 
neath the grasses, and trees, and fruits, and flowers, 
beneath ourvery feet, we shall seethe great everlasting 
fire where the damned are laid ! How quiet the skies 
look while we are living here : — those other flowers, the 
stars,blooming up there so gently and so sweetly when 
night and silence have arrived — but out beyond the 
skies will death bring us, out beyond the clouds and 
out beyond the stars, and we shall see that glorious 
land which wants not stars, nor sun, nor any moon, 
for God's own eyes are there to light it up for ever 
and for ever. Here, Brethren dear, we wander as in 
a dream ; blind as those that walk in sleep ; seeing 
not anything of the great pressing realities around 
us ; no angels that guard, no devils that assail ; no 
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saints that pray ; no Grod that watches and takes note 
of all ; but death will strike us in our sleep, will 
shake us from our slumber, and we shall see at last 
that " life is no thing of sport and death is no thing of 
sport," and judgment is no plaything, and the devils 
are something more than inventions of the priests, and 
hell is no mere word, and Grod no mere idea, and 
that, for every man of us, there is just a chance, a 
summons, a judgment, and then a sentence that 
settles all. 

Now, my Brethren, all that I have been saying is, 
not alone strictly true, but it is generally, I might 
almost say universally, known. Every annoimcement 
that I have made, you have heard made by better 
men than I many times before. So has all the world. 
But with you it has been as with all the world ; 
the word has not fallen on good ground. Some- 
times it fell among thorns, sometimes upon a rock, 
sometimes upon shallow and shingly soil. And 
as a consequence, the sowing has, in great part, 
been done in vain. The truths that you have heard 
so often you have never taken down unto your 
hearts. Perhaps you have hardly ever guessed that 
you had hearts at all, that there are depths of fear in 
you which would frighten you from hell, arms of 
ambition in you which would lift you to heaven, 
links of tenderness in you which would hold your 
hands from striking those sweet sad eyes which wept 
down bitter tears over their dear Jerusalem long 
ago. You know enough : you do not think at all. 
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You go along the streets laughingly, and heed not 
of the shrieking souls in the hell below. Tou look 
carelessly upon the overhanging skies, and reck not 
of the heaven above them where the just are singing. 
** With desolation," says the Holy Grhost, " is the 
whole land made desolate because there is no man 
that ponders in his heart." 

For, my Brethren, were you to ponder in your 
hearts, were you to think earnestly upon even these 
few small matters which I have suggested for your 
consideration, this city of Dublin would be what it 
used to be, a model for the whole world's imitation. 
I atn afraid it would not be a very befitting model 
now. Perhaps it is very good in very many ways. 
Perhaps. But it certainly is not good in the one way 
which wise men admire. It is not the manner of 
wise men to care much for alms-giving people. Nor 
is it the manner of wise men to care much for chapel- 
going people. Neither have wise men any extraor- 
dinary reverence for confraternity and society people. 
For you see, my Brethren, even bad people can give 
alms, can be chapel-goers, can get enrolled in socie- 
ties and confraternities without number. For these 
things, each and all, wise men care very little. But 
what wise men want to see is this — ^they want to see 
people with eager souls and earnest hearts, people to 
whom religion is an awfully serious thing, by far the 
most serious thing which humanity has got to mind — 
people who ponder and ponder over hell, heaven, and 
eternity, and who rise up from their pondering to 
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SGom the littleness, and the hollowness, and the non- 
sense, and the hypocrisy which calls itself piety in 
these modem days. Piety! Where there is no 
deep religious thought and no deep religious feeling, 
religion must be shallow, and shabby, and mean, a 
lip-service which the Lord detests, none of the heart 
in it which the Lord demands. And, among the gene- 
rality of men, you will not find much deep religious 
thought, nor much deep religious feeling to-day. 
But, I am not going to blame the generality of 
people. It would be hardly fair to blame them. 
They can hardly help being the shallow-sou] ed and 
shallow-hearted things that they are. " Thought will 
not work except in silence." But the world roars and 
whirls on in modem times with the tme modem rail- 
way speed. Along with the world are we ourselves 
whirled fast away. In the great noise and rattle of 
. that restless modem strife called business, thought is 
next to impossible. The rate we drive at, the ever 
present necessity of looking to the vehicle in which 
we go, render careful examination of the landscapes 
roimd about us, out of the question. And so the 
years pass on. And through the agency of what are 
called business, and society, and progress, the devil 
keeps our eyes open to the little things of little time, 
blind and bandaged to the great things of the great 
eternity that hems us round. 

Now, my Brethren, the Church knows it all, knows, 
the difficulty of religious thought amid the distrac- 
tions of life, knows the necessity of religious thought 
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as a preparation for death. And, since she knows 
the disease, the Church (it is her business) supplies a 
cure. And that cure is both general and special. 
The general cure consists of the ordinary exhortations 
of the year continued from Sunday unto Sunday in 
the hope that frequency of instruction on the part of 
the preachers will, in some way, make up for absence 
of reflection on the part of the people. But the 
special cure is of a much more striking and much 
more effective kind. The Church learns it from the 
history of our Lord's own Kfe. She reads in that 
history how Jesus Christ, before undertaking His 
pubKc mission, went into a desert for forty days ; 
thought, and prayed, and fasted all that time, weigh- 
ing well the terrible task before Him, planning how 
that task would best be done, counting well its dan- 
gers, and sorrows, and desolations, looHng out 
beyond it, too, to the glory which its performance 
was to bring. And, therefore, the Church, taking 
example of our Lord, has instituted the fast and feast 
of Lent, commencing on to-day. She sends us into 
the desert to think, and fast, and pray. She bids us 
during these forty days ponder in silence over the 
work before us, our chances of doing it well, the end 
it leads to, the Judge that will examine it, the bless- 
ing or the curse which is to follow the examination. 
She knows well that the world is yet, even during 
this Lent, around us, noisy and disturbing, but she 
knows too that we can occasionally come here into 
the silence and retirement of our own chapel, and 
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that even in the brawKng, struggling streets, we can 
occasionally fall back into the deep stillness of our 
own souls. And to make us enter upon the work 
with a due solemnity, she on to-day commences 
Lent by putting her finger upon our foreheads, 
thereby marking us off and branding us with the 
inevitable brand of death aild doom. 

My Brethren, we shall do what the Church desires 
We shall enter into solitude, and once there Grod wUl 
speak directly to our hearts. We shall try to see 
clearly and closely during these forty days the things 
that escape our vision while the ordinary year goes 
on. Commencing first, on the next evening that I 
am here, with, as is proper, Death himself, * we shall 
try to know what is, indeed, that horrid, grinning, 
relentless monster that sits somewhere on our life- 
path waiting for us all. And, having seen him and 
viewed him well, we shall, passing him by, make an 
humble and sorrowing pilgrimage in the shadowy 
land imto which he points. We shall walk up watch- 
fully and solemnly to those two great, fateful judg- 
ment-seats, where the two great judgments are 
to be. We shall cast fearful but careful glances 
into the pit of everlasting flame, hearing, half in 
terror, haK in pity, the hideous howHngs and heart- 
shattering lamentations of our brother men, of our 
sister women that are damned. By the shores of 
the lake of purgatory shall we wander, stretching 
out, now and then, a helping hand to the poor swim- 
mers struggling there, asking the Grod of Mercy to 
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be kinder to His cliildreii who, with all their little 
faults, were still true to His standard and lovers of 
His name. And then, my Brethren, growing stronger 
of sight and bolder of heart, we shall lift our wonder- 
ing eyes up to another land — even to the everlasting 
City of the Lord — seeing what St. John saw, the 
jasper streets, the houses of pure gold, the gates of 
pearl, the imwithering trees, the imfading flowers, 
blooming and blossoming beside the life-begetting 
waters, the troops of angels and martyrs and virgins, 
(many coming from our little Ireland here below) — 
seeing heaven, my Brethren, with our human eyes, 
that deathless land whose happy people can never 
know either sin or sorrow, or Lenten sadness, or Ash 
Wednesday's doom ! 

And then, my Brethren, when our pilgrimage is 
over, we shall return with new and truer eyes to our 
homes of earth. We shall be as men coming back 
from among the dead. The eyes, sad and slow and 
solemn, with which Lazarus looked, after his resur- 
rection, shall be ours. And, with these eyes, we 
shall see our earth and our earthly lives, not partially, 
as we saw them before, but wholly and entirely, 
wrapped roimd and round, pierced through and 
through, by the everlasting truths of death and judg- 
ment and hell and heaven. Back, too, from the other 
world shall we bring memories to direct our ways. 
When we are giving our hands to sin memory will 
show us the fearful far-off fires into which sin would 
bring us When we are growing laggards in the 



220 Serf. ftis. 

fight for virtue memory will show us the glorious 
far-off city whete virtue gets its crown. And, in that 
way — ^with the light of the hereafter in our eyes and 
the voice of the hereafter in our ears — we shall come 
at last, to know what a man's life means and why he 
gets it. And, knowing what it means, we shall have 
no difficulty in seeing how it is proper that we should 
spend it. We shall read our duty by the light of 
eternity. And so, when the Lent is over and the 
forty days of the desert have passed us by, we shall 
go back to the noise and bustle and uproar of the 
world, sadder perhaps, but certainly wiser and 
steadier men. For, down in our hearts, shall we be 
carrying with us the stillness of the desert, clear in 
our souls shall we bear along with us the truths that 
we learned there, and fiercely and steadfastly shall 
we labour till death comes to us, no longer as a weak 
fancy, but as a strong, over-mastering reality, to open 
up for us, truly and bodily, the mysterious land 
where the souls of the dead are dwelling, and to 
bring us, please Grod, to that glorious Kingdom, 
where Jesus, our model, lives and is perfect for ever 
and for ever. 



II. 

DEATH THE DESTROYER. 



And behold a pale horse, and ^e that sat upon him his name 
was Death, and hell followed after him ; and power was given 
him over the four parts of the earth, to kill with sword, with 
famine, and with Death, and with the beasts of the earth.** — 
Apocal. vi. 8. 

There is no doubt, my Brethren, about this fact, 
that the earth is a vale of tears. Even though we 
had not the Church's word for it, our own experience 
would make that fact familiar to our minds. We 
cannot escape the doom of Adam and the doom of 
Christ. We must expect thistles and thorns and 
thorn-crowns. Our life-cup must be a cup of bitter- 
ness, and all our pleasures but the forerunners of 
pain. Our days are as the days of a wrestler, and 
our lives only one long battle-march on to death 
and the grave. 

But, my Brethren, though this battle-march of 
life is terrible in its continuance, it is still more ter- 
rible in its end. The pains and pettiness of life find 
their fitting climax in the agonies and awftJness of 
death. The last fight of the campaign is the fiercest. 
That hour, when the soul wrenches and tears itself 
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away from the body, wliile the body still clings 
agonizingly to its life-long companion ; when the 
lips writhe, and the eye-balls start, and the teeth 
grind with racking torture; when the light dies 
gradually away from the windows and the doors ; 
. when the noise dies gradually away from the room 
and the street ; when the poor fingers clutch convul- 
sively at the attendant handa, at the bed-covering, at 
the empty air ; when the poor lips try to murmur the 
names they will repeat no more ; when the poor eyes 
are stricken fixed and fast, as now, up through the 
grand silence and darkness that have come at last, 
the giant figures of Death, and Judgment, and Eter- 
nity are stalking onward ; when, faith triumphant as 
the senses fail, Jesus Christ is seen with His Judg- 
ment robe about Him ; when the Judgment sits and 
the books are opened, and the soul is forced, after just 
an agonizing instant of siispense, to hear pronounced 
hereverlasting doom ; in that hour. Brethren dear, the 
strongest may well shudder, and the bravest be well 
appalled. Standing overthemightyprecipiceof death; 
looking down dizzily into the depths below ; seeing 
that down, down, down must the plunge be taken 
with no knowledge of where it is going to end ; what 
soul is there that has not started back from the brink 
of the abyss crying out in terror that it cannot go ! 
But go it must. The hand of Grod is pushing it for- 
ward ; the last step must perforce be taken ; the solid 
earth must be felt no more ; the sights and sounds of 
earth must fail away ; eye and tongue and hand and 
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brain must lose their power ; and the poor soul, once 
so merry with its body, once so merry with itself, 
must make its entry upon the awful land beyond us, 
naked, unsupported, terror-stricken, and alone ! 

In what I have been saying, my Brethren, I have 
spoken loosely of death with its circumstances of ter- 
ror whether these circumstances are known to us from 
ordinary human experience or from God's special re- 
vealing. But we proposed to see death nearly and 
clearly and, in so far as occasion will allow, com- 
pletely. To do so well we must look at it in the 
first place, with merely Pagan eyes, seeing it as it 
was seen and is stiU seen among those nations to 
whom Grod's Church or God's Scriptures have never 
spoken. And having seen it in that merely natural 
way we must next examine it under the supernatural 
light supplied by Eevelation, with the supernatural 
vision supplied by Faith. We must, in a sense, use 
God's eyes to help our own. 

Now, my Brethren, however much reason might 
occasionally doubt as to what precisely death consists 
in, reason never doubted that death was at all events 
very hard to bear. Eeason was always afraid of 
death. I am aware that very many great Pagan men 
set themselves by word and example to destroy this 
fear, but I am not aware that these men ever suc- 
ceeded. They could not succeed. The causes of the 
fear were immovable, and the fear itself was im- 
movable too. For there was always, in the first place, 
a gigantic uncertainty as to what death was going to 
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bring. The country beyond it was an unexplored 
country ; it was, for Kving men, even an undiscovered 
country too. "Who knows it? They that cannot 
tell," would come necessarily from a real Pagan, as 
it came consistently from a Pagan by affectation. 
No one had gone to the coimtry beyond the grave, 
and come back to give us its description. But 
though it was an undiscovered country, it was yet a 
country which attracted to it the largest and most 
curious interest. And the interest, as usual, engen- 
dered speculation ; and speculation, as usual, engen- 
dered belief. People told what they knew, or 
thought they knew, of that bourne whence no tra- 
veller returns. And, differing very much in their 
accounts, they all agreed in this, that the undisco- 
vered land was a land from which sounds were audi- 
ble betokening things of terror. The waves beat 
and the winds moaned from the imknown shores, 
and, now and then, sobs and shrieks and threatenings 
and lamentations were imagined coming upon the 
wind. And hence, as a matter of fact, death was 
always dreaded ; even by unbelievers it is dreaded 
still. During that part of life when death is, or is 
supposed to be, far away, the natural human pride 
and boastfulness can make a show of fearlessness of 
what after life is to befal humanity. But such a show 
is very fleeting. It abides no longer when life is 
drawing to a close. In this matter it was always 
true as it is to-day that conscience does make cowards 
of us all. Anxkis morior must be the confession of 
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us all as it was the confession of the best of the sages. 
In the hour of death every one must be anxious, 
every one must be afraid. And that we may consider 
as the first pain of death, the pain, namely, and dis- 
tress produced by anxiety and fear. Children are 
afraid to go into the dark rooms of even their father's 
house. It has been well said that all men are chil- 
dren in a similar way. They dread the darkness 
beyond the grave. And they dread it hardly the less 
though their Father have told them not to be afraid. 
But, apart from the imcertainty about its issue, 
death in itself is certainly a terrific agony. The 
usual symptoms of such agony may sometimes be not 
observable in the dying man ; the agony itself is al- 
ways there. Pain consists in this simply, the dis- 
turbance of harmony in a creature's being, the pre- 
sence of something which is not wanted, the absence 
of something^of which there is a need— death is the 
sundering of the two parts of man, of the body made 
only for the soul from the soul imperfect without the 
body. Wrench a man's arm from him by main 
force, and what a pain you give him ! Wrench a 
man's body from his soul, tear asunder all these 
strong though unseen bonds that bind soul and body 
into one living man, and who shall measure the in- 
tensity of agony that you cause ! Death effects the 
severance, and therefore causes the agony. And 
hence it is that the dolour of death — ^when there is 
strength enough in the sufferer to make the symp- 
toms of it visible — once witnessed is never forgotten. 

Q 
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There are many here, I think, who have witnessed it 
ere now. And to these, the staring eyes, and the 
intense mouth, and the writhing body, and the 
convulsed hands are memories never to be washed 
away. 

And, my Brethren, sometimes, nay very generally, 
death causes another separation, in its own way, 
quite as terrible as the separation between body and 
soul. The relatives whose blood is ours ; the friends 
about whom our affections cling ; the familiar faces 
seen, and the dear hands clasped for so many years, 
must all be left behind. Not one look of love, not 
one smile of friendship can light up and warm the 
cold and darkness of the unpitying grave. We have 
aU, I dare say, seen emigrant ships saiKng from our 
ports. At all events, we cannot complain of wanting 
opportimities of witnessing the sight. And no one 
of us ever witnessed it, however little personally 
concerned that one might be ; no one, I say, ever 
saw the emigrant's despairing tears, heard the emi- 
grant's despairing cries, witnessed these heart-break- 
ing severances of son from mother, and father from 
daughter, and friend from friend, which have been 
cruel necessities in Ireland for so many years, with- 
out a moistening of the eyes, and a twitching of the 
mouth, and a sad failure about the heart, which will 
sometimes come to show that there are things in the 
world that can touch even the stoniest specimen of 
humanity. All that is so true that one of our 
greatest and wisest countrymen saw a possibility of 
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fair though foreign laws for Ireland if he could only 
prevail upon an English Parliament to become specta- 
tors of some of these scenes of separation which we 
must perforce be witnessing every day. And yet, 
after all, the hard case of the Irish emigrant has its 
circumstances of alleviation. He knows the land for 
which he is bound ; has no dread of despotism and 
unfairness there; has a hope even that some day 
he may come back to the old land to lay his bones 
in that poor country churchyard made holy to him 
by his fathers' graves. But how shall we feel for 
one who — never, never to return, sails away in an 
unknown ship, out upon unknown waters, over 
to an unknown country, where are dwelling unknown 
people, the poor emigrant going as naked into the 
new world as he had come ^into the old, able only to 
wave his poor hands in helplessness to his helpless 
friends upon the shore ! 

And, my Brethren, disguise it as we may, there is 
no one of us who does not shrink from contemplating 
how even our bodies will be treated when we die. 
We hate to look forward to our lifeless limbs and our 
sightless eyes, to the rats and rottenness that will 
yet be with us within our graves. The outside of the 
homes of the dead is sometimes very pretty, and we 
like to see it — Glasnevin is accoimted rather a plea- 
sant place to walk in — but somehow we never ex- 
hibit any strong desire to look and examine inside a 
tomb. The monument, and the inscription, and the 
cypress, and the token-flowers are deUghtful in their 

q2 
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way, display occasionally very great artistic taste, 
but alas, alas, for these curious thoughts of ours, 
which will sometimes wander away from considering 
the commemorated excellences of the departed, till 
they stumble upon the rottenness, and the worms, 
and the bones. I spoke to you once before about the 
golden hair, and the gleaming eye, and the grand 
brain, and the hand of strength. I hinted to you, 
pretty clearly, where they are all to go. I should 
like, therefore, to spare you now. I shall let you, 
if you choose — ^if you think it wiser — look at death in 
its pleasant phases alone. There was a man once 
who said, when dying, that he already felt the daisies 
blooming above him. Another man comforted him- 
self a little in his sorrow for his dead friend, by the 
reflection that his friend would be buried in his 
native country, and that " from his ashes" would " be 
made the violets of his native land." Those were 
sweet things and pretty things for men to say. The 
men that said them, however, were poets. You may 
all be poets, so far, if you choose. But let a prosaic 
person remark that when he thinks of his dying 
hour his fancy plays him a bitter trick. It is wont 
to show him the maggots in his eye-holes and the 
rats at his' heart. , 

Now, my Brethren, all that I have said of death 
is said of it in so far as it is known to us by our own 
every-day experience. And, as so known, it is hor- 
rible enough. But in that aspect, I do not expect 
to find in the knowledge of it much practical utility. 
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We might, indeed, argue, as is often argued, that 
death being so certain, so destructive, too, of the 
body and all its pleasures, therefore the body and all 
its pleasures ought to be with us objects of very small 
regard. I do not, however, I must say, think that 
even that inference is quite safe. I think a con- 
traay inference much corrector. If death be so cer- 
tain and so painful, and if, in so far as reason can 
make out, it may be the end of all, then this would 
seem to me to be the wisest plan — ^namely, to gather 
into our present existence as much pleasure as pos- 
sible while present existence lasts. " Eat, to-day, 
and drink, for, to-morrow we shall be no more." If 
the reason given for the precept were thoroughly 
true, the precept itself might be deemed thoroughly 
wise. And, at least, if death were the end of aU, it 
would not be for a man, with a man's pride and a 
man's courage, to be afraid. One who conquered the 
woes of life would be an easy victor over the pains of 
death. And, all that fear of decay and dust and 
rottenness and worms, is meaningless, if death be 
the end of all. There is no feeling in the dead limbs ; 
no anger in the dead heart. Great calm and quiet, 
infinite stillness and repose will surround us in our 
graves. 

But, my Brethren, death, as I said before, is not 
the end of aU. When we come to view him in the 
light of Grod's revealings, then do we see that his 
works are' not here merely, but that his horrid hands 
stretch out and are active beyond the grave. lie 
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lifts us with him into a new land. What I leave 
behind me when I die is not worth notice ; is, surely, 
not myself; is only the old coat which I was forced 
to wear, which cramped me and confined me all my 
days, which did me oftentimes very much dishonour. 
Let the old coat rot ; let the worms work their will 
upon it ; let its dust feed the country flowers, or be 
blown about the city streets. I care not about it and 
its mischiefs any more. Nothing that death can 
show to me in time can have my attention now, for 
now he has brought me to the eternal land beyond 
the grave. And, standing in faith and fancy there, 
my soul-eyes opened, death my companion as I 
stand, I can think of nothing that death puts an end 
to, can think only of what death begins. And, so 
thinking of what death begins, seeing the terrible 
figures which he introduces to me now, recognizing 
at last the tremendous issues which he determines 
for ever, then it is that all his power comes out be- 
fore me — ^to cow me, to strike me down; and I 
shudder to think or talk of even the death-bed of a 
saint. For, in the face of death, even a saint must 
tremble and be sore a&aid. Who can understand 
sins, and when the Lord accuses what shall we an- 
swer! Jerusalem must be searched with lamps. 
The gold of the gold-beater must be tested three 
times. Not a cranny nor crevice of the years of life 
into which death does not show the Lord's eyes 
looking. And with these terrible eyes upon it, judg- 
ment, eternity, and hell staring it in the face, how 
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shall not even the soul of a saint shudder when death 
bids it to come away ! 

But, my Brethren, I have nothing to do VTith the 
death-beds of saints, just now. Saints and the death- 
beds of saints are rather rarities in these days. These 
are days when a class of people, very little charac- 
terized by sanctity, have the popular applause. There 
is a scientific doctrine which teaches that a Grod is 
only an idea of the childhood of man ; that worship 
of a Grod is permissible only while humanity is learn- 
ing to walk ; that, though in the first generations of 
our race a religion was a social necessity, needed alike 
for the development of individuals and for the sta- 
bility of states, in the later generations religion is a 
positive impediment to all the higher ends of indivi- 
dual and social man. Such a doctrine as that, though 
calling itself scientific, must, of course, be regarded by 
Catholics as blasphemously absurd. And yet, though 
as adoctrine it must be and is abominated of every Ca- 
tholic, there is a very considerable number of even 
well-seeming Catholics who give it in practice a good 
deal of their approval. A religious man, to deserve the 
name, must have a strong desire for his own personal 
sanctity, as well as a deep reverence for the sanctity 
of others. But this strong desire and this deep re- 
verence can hardly be found in the Catholic world at 
large to-day. That world at large to-day thinks that 
sanctity was a very interesting quality in the barbar- 
ous age of Jesus Christ and the Twelve Apostles, but a 
quality hardly suited for the finer tastes and the wider 
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culture, and the — to use a slang phrase— the more 
muscular Christianity of our times. The crown of 
thorns might do in the first century, but, in the nine- 
teenth, we must have either the crown of laurel or 
the crown of gold ; or, if both poetry and princedom 
are beyond our reach, as very likely they will be, then 
we men of the nineteenth century console ourselves 
with the serene remembrance of toils rewarded by 
much wealth, and of a laborious, God-forgetting 
youth followed fitly by a fat old age. Alas, for mo- 
dem sanctity! Camels' hair might be a fit covering 
for John the Baptist, locusts and wild honey his 
fitting food, the lonely wilderness his fitting habita- 
tion ; but we have changed all that, and this is the 
age of rich feasting, of purple and fine linen, of a 
piety which is most at home in the easy exercises of de- 
votional display, of a sanctity which widens its philac- 
teries in the same proportion as it narrows its heart. 
Saints and sanctity are plainly not the fashion now. 
And, therefore, since saints or the death-beds of saints 
are things of which we are not likely to have much 
experience, I shall not, at least to-night, ask you to 
give them your consideration. But I wish to say, 
even now, a word or two upon a very different thing. 
My remarks will, of necessity, be imperfect and in- 
complete ; but I shall, perhaps, complete them at 
another time. The thing of which I wish to speak 
is a thing of which we have no lack at present; 
which missionary priests have many opportunities of 
examining ; which the interested may, at almost any 
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hour, easily witness; and it is— the death-bed of a 
sinner. 

H-e is lying, let us say, in a good house, with good 
attendance ; with everything in the way of earthly 
comfort that his soul desires. I have no wish, you 
wiU perceive, my Brethren, to overdraw my picture, 
to exaggerate a single figure or a single colour in it 
all. And so, in describing a sinner's death, I do not 
go to the region of Bull-lane for a specimen, but take 
my instance from any place you please where the re- 
spectable people of the world reside. Neither do 
I select any Protestant sinner, whose conveniently 
generous faith made abstinence from sin difficult in 
proportion as it made forgiveness of sin easy ; but I 
take a Catholic, who sinned constantly on and on, 
though knowing well that forgiveness of even a 
single sin was not to be had without much difficulty, 
never to be had vrithout some uncertainty, and that 
every additional crime committed by him made his 
chance of salvation still smaller and still more pre- 
carious. Our dying sinner, then, Catholic and re- 
spectable, is lying in comfort, his eyes looking up to 
a well- wrought ceiling, and to some other things, too, 
very far beyond it. All care is taken to celebrate 
his departure from life with all appropriate respecta- 
ble solemnity. The children are kept away, lest 
their foolish prattle and still more foolish wailing 
should disturb the mind of the stricken man ; the 
attendants speak in whispers ; the friends, with still 
higher perceptions of propriety than the attendants, 



234 Sermons, 

hardly speak at all ; some monster, invisible, but 
fearful, is known to be working on the patient 
in the bed, and, with the monster's terrible work 
even the boldest does not dare to intermeddle ; 
thick carpets within and thick tan without bring 
about the house the awful anticipated stillness 
of the judgment-hall and the grave. Glasses are 
removed, curtains are set aright, anxious glances are 
momentarily directed to the pale, motionless, rigid 
face ; messages are given, messages are brought— all 
in a great hush of noiselessness — and still the stricken 
man stares on, stares on at the well-wrought ceiling, 
and at these other things, too, so far beyond it. But a 
ring at the door is heard. The doctor is announced ; 
he is come to pay his accustomed visit — this will be 
his last — to the man who will so soon pass over into 
other hands. That quiet, searching eye of his soon 
sees all ; he knows that the end is near. And so, doing 
his duty faithfully to the la^t, he tries to awaken his 
patient's attention; whispers to him to be a man; 
not to be afraid ; to arm himself for the last inevi- 
table fight ; but, at all events, to be persuaded that, 
before the clock has gone ten minutes longer, that 
bond of life will have been broken, which no skill of 
science can tie again. And then, in a great hurry, 
the priest is sent for. And the priest comes. And 
he, too, does his duty faithfully. But the glaring 
eyes still look only to the ceiling, and to those other 
things so far beyond it. And the priest thinks with 
terror of that awful saying, never rightly realized 
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till death comes to drive its meaning home— cw a man 
lives^ 80 shall he die, but prays hard and fast for the 
poor sinner before him, whom he has known as a bad, 
careless Catholic, and whom he now knows to be in- 
sensible. But what are priests' prayers against the 
passionless, unswerving, overwhelming power of the 
Divine Revenge ! And so the priest shudders as he 
hears ringing in his soul — " I, too, will laugh at their 
destruction, and mock when that comes which they 
fear ;" and he seems to be aware of troops of devils, 
rushing in joyously, singing their songs of triumph, 
that at last their work is done, the siege is over, the 
last danger of disappointment vanished, and the poor 
foolish city that feared nothing, cared for nothing, 
given up to fire and pillage and desolation. But our 
respectable, sinful, dying Catholic — insensible is he, 
did I say ? Yes, I said it ; but death is not going 
to be cheated thus. It will work its wild will upon 
our sinner; it wiU hit him hard through his very 
soul ; and, to do that well, it will quicken him, and 
brighten him, and concentrate him, and intensify him, 
till he sees, fully and clearly, what he often saw, 
whether he would or not, but only in little, merciful 
glimpses, before, what, when he saw, he heeded not, 
or even spoke of as foolish fancies — the judgment-seat 
and the Judge ; the guardian angel, with not a word 
of defence to say, but hiding the shame of his failure 
in the mantle of the Judge ; the accusing devil, un- 
failing in memory, unrelenting in tongue ; the im- 
patient roar of hoU's fires surging up from below ; 
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the impatient anger of heaven's saints crying out 
from above ; the Judge's hand raised and the Judge's 
lips moving in a sentence which is also a male- 
diction ; the opening of the brazen gates ; their 
shutting fixed and fast; the long, victorious cheer 
around the halls of hell ; the chaining down in the 
fated spot ; the hideous face of the torturing devil ; 
the worm that never dies ; the fire that is never ex- 
tinguished ; the smoke of his torment ascending for 
ever and ever ! All these our dying sinner now sees 
beyond the well- wrought ceiling; leaps up in de- 
spairing terror — horror in his eyes, horror in his 
hands, a deeper deep of horror in his soul. And then 
the limbs quiver, and the jaws drop, and the eyes glaze, 
and the teeth clench, and the hands fall. Come 
away, grey-haired wife ! come away, golden-haired 
daughter ! the poor face that ye are still kissing be- 
longs to one who, even now, is beneath your feet, to 
curse Grod and to curse you as long as hell shall burn 
under the breath of the Divine Eevenge ! 



III. 



DEATH THE LIBERATOR. 



" And one of the ancients answered and said to me : Who are 
these that are clothed in white robes, and whence are they 
come ? And I said to him : My Lord, thou knowest. And he 
said to me : These are they who are come out of great tribula- 
tion, and have washed their robes, and have made them white 
in the blood of the Lamb. Therefore they are before the throne 
of God, and serve Him day and night in the temple, and He 
that sitteth on the throne shall dwell over them. They shall not 
hunger nor thirst any more, neither shall the sun fall on them 
nor any heat. For the Lamb which is in the midst of the throne 
shall rule them, and shall lead them to the fountains of the wati>ra 
of life, and God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes." — 
Apocalypse, vii. 13, 14, 15, 16, 17. 

My Brethren, it will be in the memory of some here 
present, that on last evening I spoke a little about 
death in general, and a little, too, about a sinner's 
death in particular. And my words, especially upon 
that latter subject were, I have been told, very hard 
and very bitter ; by some, I believe, they were con- 
sidered unfair. Now, the case I took was an ideal 
case. It was, I admit, an extreme case too. And I 
am justified in demanding that its being both ideal 
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and extreme, should be remembered by those that 
judge it ; and when they remember that, I shall go 
on to hold that every word I said was true. Further- 
more, in what I said there was not, I think, a particle 
of exaggeration. To this point I shaU return at 
another time. 

But it will be told me that the case I selected in 
describing a sinner's death is so very exceptional as 
to be imworthy of notice. Such a case hardly ever 
occurs. All or nearly all adult Catholics, it may be 
told me, will be saved. That, as a matter of fact, is 
the inference to be drawn from daily experience. 
Catholic men and Catholic women lead lives of sin ; 
never really care for conversion till their death-sick- 
ness catches them ; and yet die happily with a fortu- 
nate repentance which, though very late, was yet 
mercifully sufficient. At whatsoever hour a man 
turns to the Lord, the Lord will hear him. That is 
a modem method of reasoning favoured by many 
Catholics whom no one can help holding in the 
highest esteem. 

Brethren, it will be my business to give an answer 
to that method of reasoning when I come to speak of 
the Particular Judgment. For the present I shall 
say only these two things. In the first place, turn- 
ing to the Lord can be done only through the Lord's 
assistance ; that that assistance will be given to one 
who has spent his life in mocking the Lord, or that 
it will be given in such measure as to insure its 
effectiveness, these are things which it will bo rash to 
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affirm and still more rash to count on in practice. In 
the second place, if such a case as I described had 
occurred only once in a hundred years, that would 
be enough to make my justification ; for that would 
be enough to teach every sinner here that possibly 
his own death-bed might be very sinular to that 
death-bed which I described. But are cases such as 
that selected by me so very rare ? The experience 
of the priesthood will tell you no. But I do not 
wish to rely upon that experience here. I faU back 
upon an old saying with which we are all familiar — 
a saying which condenses whole chapters of Bible 
teaching — a saying which the instinct of the Church 
has always recognised as doctrinaUy true — the say- 
ing, namely, as a man lives so shall he die. That is 
the rule. I know that to God's rule God's mercy 
may and does make exceptions ; that death-bed re- 
pentances may and do occur; that while there is 
life there is hope ; but I know that the rule would 
not be a rule at all if God's ordinary custom were to 
break it ; and I know therefore that they who cared 
not to please God while they were living, will fail to 
please Him when they come to die. " Why, then," 
asks holy Job, " why, then, do the wicked live ; are 
they advanced and strengthened with riches P" And 
this is his answer : " Because the wicked man is 
reserved to the day of destruction, and he shall be 
brought to the day of wrath." There again you 
have the divine rule of action. And such a rule, it 
seems to me, ought to make sinners uneasy. Perhaps 



240 Sermons. 

too, it may modify the generous doctrine that all, or 
nearly all, adult Catholics are sure to be saved. 

Still, my Brethren, my remarks on last evening 
were occasionally, I must admit, very hard and very 
bitter. They were too hard and too bitter to be 
acknowledged long, even by my own heart or my 
own mind. The view I took was essentially a one- 
sided view ; and one-sided views are, generally, either 
absolutely erroneous or inductive of error. Neither 
life nor truth is rounded in an epigram ; " and 
saying aught we leave a world unsaid." There are 
colours which have never true justice done them 
except when contrasted with other colours. Himian 
thought and human language are so very imperfect 
that, to attain even to an approximation of accuracy, 
thought must be made to modify thought and expres- 
sion to modify expression. I feel that very intensely 
in my own case. I spoke, on last evening, as if I 
did not believe either in modem sanctity or modem 
saints at all. I spoke as if a sinner's death-bed was 
the only death-bed that modem eyes were likely to 
see. Now, we should never be unfair. Just at present 
we should be particularly candid with one another. 
We want to see, each for his own sake, death as death 
really is ; to see him as clearly and as fully as pos- 
sible, before passing over to the awful la.nd beyond 
him where our Lenten pilgrimage has proposed to 
lead us. And, therefore, having shown him to you 
on last evening as he makes himself known at the 
death-bed of a sinner, I shall show him to you now as 
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lie makes himself known at the death-bed of a saint. 
Death the Destroyer before; Death the Liberator 
now. 

And, my Brethren, as on the last evening so now, 
I shall try to take a fair example. I did not go for 
my instance of a dying sinner to the region of BuU 
Lane ; I shall not go for my instance of a dying saint 
to the region of George's Hill. No Priest, nor Nun, 
nor Monk, nor Solitary of the desert shall be my spe- 
cimen ; but, out from our own midst ; out from the 
dirt and desolation of our own lanes ; where sanctity 
would be least expected ; where sanctity is surrounded 
by devilry of every kind ; where sanctity has to breathe 
the vilest atmosphere, and to have its ears and eyes 
polluted by words the most obscene and sights the 
most shameless ; where sanctity is in rags and 
wretchedness ; where, after all, sanctity, from being 
in such close contact with devilry, sees its own majes- 
tic worth, enjoys its own unspeakable consolation as 
it could not in better and purer places ; — ^there, I say, 
shall our saint be found. 

A dirty lane in a dirty district, a dirty house in a 
dirty lane, a dirty tenement in a dirty house, a dirty 
bed in a dirty tenement, — ^that is the place where our 
saint is dying. I go to see her in company of a dear 
friend and brother priest whose duty brings him to 
her poor home. If you were to come with us, you ought 
to come with thick-soled boots and an heroic disre- 
gard for wretched sights and noisome smells. Black, 
greasy puddle before the door — ^in the summer-time 

R 
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what a death-steam will it send up to the city's nos- 
trils ! — ^the door itself rotting away in a quiet, wooden 
despair : inside the door, a hall, long, bare, and bat- 
tered, where not even the rats can have fixity of 
tenure; up a narrow, rickety, quivering staircase, 
which suggests to one immediately that the people of 
the place must be lean and light, for heavy-bodied 
people would soon bring the rotten structure to pieces ; 
into a room furnished with an old stool, an old table, 
and three, young, half naked children, brown and 
lean as the chair and table ; there, in that far comer, 
on a heap of dirty straw, our saint is dying. My 
dear friend and brother priest goes over at once to the 
Buffering woman. I stand waiting for him, trying to 
talk consolingly to the three children, outside the 
door. But gradually, gradually, my thoughts steal 
back to the sad, simken face of the mother within. 
And, as I think upon her now, waiting in there for 
death, waiting in there in that wretched chamber, 
with hardly a ray of human comfort, with hardly a 
ray of human hope ; and, as I remember all the 
money that, even as she dies of hunger, is being 
squandered in riotous excess ; as I remember, too, 
how happy on God's earth this woman might have 
been had not men and devils conspired to kill her; as, 
most of all, my mind reverts to the comfort and con- 
tentment of her early years ; my tears, I say, are 
upon my cheeks. For I know her story well. Keep 
here with me in fancy a little while by the chamber 
door, and, as my friend finishes his duty — her con- 
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fession is over and the door may open now — I shall 
try to tell her story to you all. 

She had come up from the country in her youth- 
hood long ago. Young and happy, as well as pure 
and innocent, was she then ; all the country's fresh- 
ness in her face and all the country's fragrance in 
her heart. Full of faith and hope and reliance on 
her Grod she entered service in the city here. She 
did her duty well to her earthly masters, and she did 
her duty well to her Master who is in heaven. The 
lessons taught her, at her mother's knee and in the 
poor chapel of her native mountains, were not for- 
gotten. Strict honesty, delicate modesty, open can- 
dour, plain simplicity, were ever in her face and 
words and life. She was unrefined, as will country 
people b,. aud dev« citi»^ d«pW h» ju^ I 
little ; she was awkward too, as will country people 
be, and clever citizens made themselves merry about 
her ways. But she had, thank Grod, a large, warm, 
country heart; took everything with great good- 
humour ; never presumed to question the higher in- 
telligence of citizens ; till, at last, conquered by her 
kindliness, recognizing, in her great, soft nature, a 
something so noble as to cover a multitude of social 
sins, even her city-bom acquaintances gave her, not 
exactly their approval, but, better far, their love. 
And so some years went. And she was very happy. 
She was keeping the law of God as she had always 
kept it, and she found, as the Hebrews found, that 
** its ways are ways of pleasantness and all its paths 
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are peace." But a change came. She married, and, 
upon this earth, comfort of an earthly kind she knew 
not any more. 

For, you see, my Brethren, Grod wanted to make 
her a saint in the grand, old, heroic fashion, and 
after the grand, old, heroic type. And so He whelm- 
ed her suddenly and strongly in seas of sorrow. 
Her husband was a real ruffian. He was one of 
those masculine monsters of humanity — peculiar to 
our age — ^who take to themselves wives in order that 
they may indulge safely the general human himger 
for living without labour, for bullying the timid, 
and for beating the defenceless. He had made pre- 
tence of piety and gentleness till their marriage had 
put her hard savings into his villainous hands ; and 
then, the money went for those glasses of happiness 
and pints of comfort with which the kings of gin- 
palaces supply the people. He did more. He treated 
her, not as a true man would treat a woman, not 
even as a male beast would treat the female beast 
that he makes partner of his den. Many a time 
was her poor body black and her poor face disfigured 
by his brutal blows. Worse still; he wanted to 
come between her and her Grod. He, with his dull 
and drunken eyes, could not see her goodness ; hated 
it if he saw it, as darkness hates light, as Lucifer St. 
Michael; and so, he cursed her piety, and impudently 
sitting in Judgment (as fools and drunkards are ever 
quickest to do) he called her a hypocrite, a liar, and 
a rogue. But she bore it all. She cast her cares 
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upon the Lord. Often and often in the silent night, 
when the sad winds moaned and the rains flung 
across the world tears— shall it not be said— of angels 
for lost humanity, often and often did she pray to 
God, to have ** mercy upon her poor husband," to 
" change her dear husband's heart," to bring him, 
even at the eleventh hour, from the land of unhal- 
lowed Ucense to the land of holy law. And God 
heard her prayer at last. And God did change her 
husband. But the change was wrought in God's 
own fierce, sublime, terror-striking way, — ^not with 
the hand which sends the simshine, but with the 
hand which rained down the fire and brimstone 
long ago. One day when the man was worse than 
usual, drank more, cursed more, blasphemed more, 
treated his wife more cruelly, a shiver ran through 
aU the hosts of angels, for God's arm was seen to 
flash out suddenly across the heavens, and — ^lq the 
middle of his drunkenness to strike the drunkard 
down. The drunkard died — so, without even the 
blessing of a passing priest. And, if he had a soul 
at all, if it were not, long before, burnt out by 
whiskey, it began to bum in hell that day, is burn- 
ing there now, will bum there, with not even a glass 
of water to ease it, for all eternity ! 

And now our saint was left with these three 
young helpless children, and with scarce a penny to 
buy them food. Besides, sorrow and want and ill- 
treatment had quite broken her body down. Still, 
her great good soul was all imconquered, her great 
good faith in Jesus had never failed. She worked on 
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cheerily wherever she got work to do, was honest and 
industrious and careful and agreeable, and, by one 
means or another, kept her little ones from the degra- 
dation of the pauper's brand and the insolent mercy 
that is shown within workhouse walls. But nature is 
nature for evermore. It must fail when its time for 
failure comes. And so, our saint has lain down, beaten, 
powerless to work at last ; has been lying here for 

And, as I stand by her open chamber door ; and, 
as I look over to her thin hands, and her sunken 
face, and her ragged raiment ; end, as I hear the 
carts roll, and the cabs rattle, and the lost women 
laugh, and the drunkards howl; and, as I see no- 
thing round about that can speak to me or her of the 
honeysuckle in the country meadows, or the wood- 
bine in the country lanes ; and, as I think of so 
much sinfulness in splendour, while all her sanctity 
is in sorrow, my tears, I say again, are upon my 
cheeks. But there are no tears on hers. Eather, 
the rites over, the blessing given by my dear friend 
and brother priest, there is a wild look of sure 
triumph about her eyes ; a joyous, satisfied look, as 
if she now saw what she had been probijig the dark- 
ness for this many a day. And, as her eyes gleam, 
and her face brightens, and her lips move like as in 
question and reply, my own brain goes to work, and 
I see in my weak fancy what she sees in her strong 
faith, I shall try to tell you what I see. 

Death, the King's angel-messenger, has come, and 
stands by me just a moment at the chamber door. 
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And alas ! alas ! how heart-sick and ashamed am I 
when I think of having on last evening called him 
" a horrid, grinning monster." For, there he is with 
his beautiful brows and his glorious hair, with his 
sweet-smiling mouth, and his dove-like eyes — a 
mouth such as once was given to St. Bridgid, eyes 
like those that lay beneath the lucent forehead of St. 
John. There he is, Death the Liberator, strong- 
limbed, indeed, as a hero, but soft and gentle as a 
maid. And he gives me just a reproving glance ; walks 
from me with his soundless feet over to the bed-side of 
my dying saint ; tells her that he has been just sent for- 
ward to annoimce her coronation-day, that judgment 
is a mere fonnaUty, that by-and-by the heralds of 
heaven will blow their trumpets, and the courtiers of 
heaven will gather roimd, and here, even here, on 
the dirty bed of the dirty tenement her Emperor- 
God will come to crown her. " And though," says 
Death, " and though, dear," he says, " I shall have 
to take this old bandage of a body from around you, 
and though the removal of the bandage will of ne- 
cessity give you pain, still, dear, I shall take you 
very slowly and softly, igid, even if I happen to be 
rude or hurried, your great, forbearing, unconquered 
heart will stand it all." And my saint smiles. And 
Death says on, "And, dear," he says, "even for 
your poor old body be not anxious or afrmd. It will 
rot, of course, like other bodies, and the worms and 
the rats will treat it vilely — ^thanks to your husband, 
dear, neither rat nor worm can much despoil it — 
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your bones, of course, will slip away to ashes, to feed 
the country flowers or be blown about the city streets. 
But, dear, even your poor old body is safe in the 
hands of Death. Trust to me. Let me leave it for 
you beneath the sod, and I shall know how to make 
it the seed of great fruit for another time. For, 
when that other time has come, I shall restore it to 
you, without a wrinkle, without a flaw, Tmassailable 
by pain, unapproachable by disease, glorious and im- 
mortal on the Resurrection Day" And my saint 
smiles again. And Death kisses her with his ten- 
der mouth, and fans her forehead with his tender 
wings. And then he moves aside. But he speaks 
to her no more. 

For behold, as the voice of Death was uttering its 
last words of encouragement and consolation, I was 
made aware of presences grander still than even his, the 
angel Hberator ; and, before these presences, even he is 
awed to silence. Trooping through the battered hall, 
up the rickety staircase, in through the mouldering 
door, over to the dirty bed, come the glorious people 
of the heavenly land. Bands of angels,* buoyant 
with immortal youth, radiant with immortal beauty, 
lead the way. But they, even they, are merely the 
guards of honour for the great assemblage ; and so, 
as they fill the room, they range themselves in rows 
aroimd it, evidently in expectancy of arrivals still 
more distinguished. And these arrivals, behold them 
here! First comes the patron saint, proud and 
joyous that another of her name, and through her 
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intercession too, has "been selected for a seat in hea- 
ven. And next comes the guardian angel, his brow 
radiant with a hero's triumph, his eye ablaze with a 
hero's glory, his hand carrying a hero's crown. And 
then comes in, sweetly and softly, the dear meek Mother 
of God and men, joyous and triumphant too; but, ajs 
is her merciful manner, thinking more of the three 
chHdren who are yet in danger than of the mother 
who is secure. And last and greatest, crowning and 
glorifying the grand procession, comes that Man of 
the tribe of Judah, whose " eyes are more lovely than 
wine, whose teeth are whiter than milk;" who is 
"Wonderful, God the Mighty, Prince of Peace;" 
who " sits upon the throne of David, to establish it 
and strengthen it with judgment and with justice 
from henceforth and for ever." And this Man, this 
Jesus Christ, as He passes through the chamber door, 
tries to look stem and passionless as becomes a judge, 
but succeeds only with a smile worthy of the face of 
Him who saved us all. And the Judge — all semblance 
of sternness passed away — ^passes over to our saint's 
bed, stoops down and kisses our saint's forehead, 
telling her, the while, as Death told her, that this is 
her coronation day. " But," says the Judge, looking 
round with a little laugh, " our friend here must be 
tried ; by no means let us omit the accustomed trial. 
Where is Satan, the accuser of men ?" And no Satan 
appears. His pride prefers hell fire to our saint's 
chamber. But he must come. He is not to parade 
himself when men are beaten, and then to skulk away 
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when men are crowned. And so he enters. And, 
surlily and shortly, he confesses that he has no charge 
to make. And the angels smile to see poor Lucifer, 
who fought with God, beaten by a starved, broken- 
hearted woman in a dirty lane. But Lucifer, with 
the old scowling forehead, and the old, close, re- 
vengeful lips, slinks silently away. 

And now, the formality of trial over, Death, the 
glorious Hberator, not the grim destroyer, comes to 
the bedside of our saint once more. For he has got to 
, do his duty now, to loosen that bandage of a body 
wrapped roimd her soul. And ever so tenderly 
though he may do it, still nature is nature still, and 
the loosening gives pain. But — ah. Death, where 
is thy sting ! — as the process goes on the priest prays, 
and the angels sing a low, soft, slumberous chant, 
and Mary soothes, and Jesus smilingly points His 
finger to the skies. And it seems to me, sinner as I 
am, that while the divine finger is lifted upward, 
heaven is bending down — down, down, nearer and 
nearer, closer and closer, till the old disfigured, dis- 
coloured ceiling has quite been spirited away, and I 
see now, not the bared laths or the broken plaster, 
but the great white throne and the ocean of upturned 
angel faces, and the seven spirits of the Lord that 
bum as lamps before His feet for ever. But the loos- 
ening of the bandage still goes on ; and I cannot help 
seeing that, tenderly and skilfully as Death is work- 
ing, the operation grows gradually fuller and fuller 
of pain. The poor mouth of my saint is moving half 
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in anguisli, half in prayer, and, coming across tlie 
songs of the angels, I hear many a human moan. 
But at length the last fold of the bandage is reached ; 
a sudden snap of it by our angel Death ; a sudden 
shriek from our dying saint ; and then, at once, Jesus 
and Mary and the angels speed up to heaven one 
more triumphant, radiant, rejoicing human soul, borne 
upward to be feasted there. And as I raise my eyes 
up to catch a glimpse of the Fatherland while my 
saint is entering through its pearly gates, my dear 
friend and brother priest touches me on the shoulder, 
wakes me from my dream, tells me that all is over, 
and bids me to come away. But how can I be si- 
lent ? Let the organs of heaven peal, I say, for a 
queen's arrival ! Let the organs of earth groan, I 
say, for a saint has left the land ! What, you foolish 
little orphans, what is it that makes you wail ? Your 
poor mother, who this morning could not buy you 
a bit of bread, is, even now, a soul of beauty, a 
sovereign of power, a saint to be worshipped in the 
court of God. 

And I go home ; and I must go all alone. Even 
the dear voice of my brother priest is irksome to me 
now. For all the air is pulsing from angel wings, 
and the songs of angels yet linger faintly in the dirty 
lane. And so, I go on silently and sadly (and sor- 
rowingly too) through the shouting, sinful streets. 
And, as I muse and ponder over what I have just 
been witness of, one question, very perplexing, has 
its answer given ; an answer fanciful, I know, but 
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more satisfactory at times than the ordinary answers, 
to one, at least, who beKeves in a tender God. 
"What," people say when they heax a description of 
Bull-lane, " what is become of the fire and brimstone 
that once fell down on Sodom and Gomorrah ? What 
is God doing at all that He allows such a den of sin 
to send its infernal stench up into His nostrils for 
ever ?" And the answer comes : — Sometime or other 
a saint died in it ; her death-bed made it safe and 
sacred ; for her sake God waits for it yet a time and 
times and half a time ; for her sake may, perhaps, 
take, even this very evening, one of its lost inhabit- 
ants, and make of her such a saint as was that 
woman, whose death-bed surroundings my fancy 
saw. 



IV. 

PARTICULAR JUDGMENT. 



'^ It is appointed for men once to die, and after that, the 
judgment." — Hebeews, ix. 27. 

Man's life on earth, my Brethren, both in itseK and 
in its relations to the hereafter, is a thing which even 
the greatest minds have a difficulty in grasping weU. 
It is, in itself, so large and various ; its relations to 
the hereafter are so numerous and vast, that for any 
ordinary intelligence — ay, for any purely human in- 
teUigence, however extraordinary-to take it in, in 
its entirety, at once, is simply impossible. It has, 
therefore, been always the custom — a custom indi- 
rectly sanctioned by our Lord — to represent it under 
a variety of figures, some of which illustrate it in one 
way and some in another. For instance, it is often 
spoken of as a stormy sea, whereon men are sailing, 
some in big ships and some in little — some in good 
ships and some in bad, but all with orders tobearup 
for a certain harbour of rest, and to keep clear and 
to steer wide of a certain gulf wherein many have 
gone down. Again, it is represented as a great bat- 
tlefield, where men are fighting, some on the side of 
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the devil, and some on the side of God ; some in a 
half-hearted undecided way, and some with a fiery 
zeal for their selected side ; but all forced to lay down 
their arms when a certain trumpet begins to blow. 
Again, it is represented as a great garden, wherein 
men and women are so many fruit-trees, some of this 
kind and some of that, some small and stunted, others 
large of stem and with fuU-grown, far-extending 
boughs, but each expected to bring forth fruit in due 
season according to its kind. And so on : in number- 
less other figures and under numberless other lights 
does human fancy tiy to help human reason in com- 
prehending human Se. 

But, from among all the figures of it that I have 
been able either to invent or to discover, I shall, this 
evening, use only one. You have, I am sure, often 
had it introduced to you before. It is because of its 
special suitableness to my present purpose that I select 
it now. In human life, my Brethren, accurately con- 
sidered, there are just two ^at, very distinct, ex- 
haustive stages. The one is short and temporal, 
beginning with our birth, ending when we die ; the 
other commences with our death, and, once com- 
menced, it never has an end. Now, our position in 
the first stage is unfixed, changing, and is, moreover, 
determined very much, in fact I may say- determined 
principally by our own wiU. Our position in the 
second stage is fixed from its beginning — substan- 
tially so, at least — unchangeable to its end, and 
determined, solely and exclusively, by an examination 
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of our conduct in the first stage. That much being 
premised, the figure of my selection speaks in this 
way : — ^Each human soul on earth is temporarily con- 
fined in a prison called its body. In this prison it 
has apportioned to it certain work to do. By its con- 
duct in the prison, its industry or want of industry, 
its obedience or disobedience, its doom will be eventu- 
ally decided. For, on some day, hidden utterly from the 
prisoner himself, known probably by the Judge alone, 
the prisoner is to be brought up for trial. On that day 
Death, the Judge's warder, will come to us in our cell; 
will take us out thereof ; will leave us before the Judge's 
bar, there to stand our trial and to hear that sentence 
pronounced whichis to decide ourdestiny, notforforty- 
eighthoursorforsix calendar months or for years seven, 
fourteen, or twenty-one, but for ever and for ever, as 
long as there is Ufe in our deathless souls. There is, 
my Brethren, a Day of Judgment for us all. 

And, my Brethren, that judgment is, as wo all 
know, both Particular and General, the one occurring 
instantly that a man's soul is taken from its prison of a 
body, the other, for various reasons, postponed till the 
whole family of humanity have Uved and died, have 
passed, each his allotted period in his earthly cell, 
have felt each the finger of the warder Death touch- 
ing him upon the shoulder and pointing to the Judg- 
ment-hall where his trial is to be. Of this general judg- 
ment on the whole collected body of the human race I 
shall speak at another time. This evening my re- 
marks shaU be on the particular judgment alone. 
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And, as the particular judgment of a saint is, as I 
said once before, nothing more than a mere formality — 
no terrors at aU about it, and, from the nature of the 
case, no very searching inquiry— and as, whatever 
is to be learned from it I have, I think, put forward 
in substance already, therefore shall I, this evening, 
confine myself to speaking of the judgment of a sin- 
ner. And as, for clearness sake, it is well to particu- 
larize, and as, for unity's sake, it is well not to mul- 
tiply characters without necessity, I shall take as my 
specimen of a sinner him whom I took before — that 
respectable person, namely, who died staring at a 
well-wrought ceiling and at some other things too 
very fax beyond it. 

We said of him, some here will perhaps remember, 
that he entered on the awftd land beyond us, blind 
and naked and terror-stricken and alone. I read 
once in an old book an old story which serves me 
here. The book defends a certain cause — ^the cause 
need not be specified — which had glorious defenders 
long ago, which has had defenders of some kind 
always, which will probably not fail of having defen- 
ders till the end of all. And the old book enforcing 
the inherent danger of treachery to the cause tells, 
briefly and quaintly (perhaps foolishly and fabulously 
too, but the illustration will serve me, all the samej 
what happened in the case of a traitor to it years be- 
fore. One night when he was promising himself 
years of pleasure purchased by his blood-money — 
just at midnight it was — ^he found himself suddenly 
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seized by invisible hands ; was gagged and blind- 
folded ; was whirled fast away where the sounds of 
common humanity were heard no more ; was flung 
violently to the ground ; felt the bandages and the 
gags removed; opened his eyes amid the intense still- 
ness of a gloomy shadow-stricken cave ; and saw, 
seated on judgment-seats before him, — who ? — ^heroes, 
who, for that very cause to which he was a traitor, 
had spilled their blood in far-oflF and grander years; 
heroes, whose names even he had been used to pro- 
nounce with reverential awe; heroes, whose splendid 
figures, standing out large and solemn, though dim 
and shadowy, through human tradition, all noble 
souls had loved and honoured; heroes, who, rather ^ 
than let a traitor go unpunished had got up to judge 
one from their angry graves! And then the old 
book goes on to tell how the poor wretch asks mercy, 
prays for pardon, promises ample reparation, fawns 
and whines and wriggles, but begs, at all events, if 
he is to be killed, to be killed at once, and to be spared 
the terrible torture of his Judges' intolerable eyes. 
That story, I say, will serve me here. It will sug- 
gest a human colouring to a sketch which it were 
otherwise difficult to give except in the most shadowy 
outline. For, the soul of our sinner who died staring 
at those things beyond the ceiling, has no sooner been 
torn from its prison by the angry arm of the warder 
Death, than it is seized upon by the awful officers 
of justice in the other world, seized upon with a savage 
suddenness, and, in one instant, whirled away into 
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the dark, silent border-land between eternity and 
time, where the noises of time have ceased and the 
stillness of eternity has begun to reign. And then, 
while the intense silence crushes it back upon its own 
centre, fills it with fearful forebodings of what is 
going to happen, the poor eyes of the poor soul are 
suddenly opened, and it sees a sight which, even in 
the heat of hell, will freeze it with horror more unen- 
durable than hell flames ! 

For there, before its very eyes, is the God that 
made it ; the God that invited it to a participation 
in FTifl glory ; the God that asked nothing of it but 
what its own nature sanctioned and approved ; the 
God that expected it to show in this lower world that 
its origin and its destiny were alike divine ; the God 
that, nevertheless, it forced to be ashamed of it 
throughout the degradations and disgraces of its sin- 
ftd years. Our sinner does not, of course, see God 
as God really is, nor God's true countenance, nor, as 
yet, in any shape, God's true glory. He sees only 
a great grim figure, clothed round with anger as 
wiS a g™t, a fierce, stony face, rigid, unfelent- 
ing Ups, eyes gleaming with the fires of unsatisfied 
revenge. But all these, seen dimly and darkly, he 
feels and knows (God makes him know it) are put on 
as a significant sjonbolic covering by Almighty God. 
He sees God so. And then, that other figure, 
shamed, and stooped, and weeping — ^it, too, he never 
saw, but it now God makes him recognize as that 
Angel Guardian of his whose failure and defeat 
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(though he fought well and unweariedly) have been 
wept over so often in the halls of heaven. And yet 
another figure does he see, which he never saw be- 
fore, but which he has at once to acknowledge as 
clothing an old familiar Mend. It is a figure supple 
and sinewy and scarred and seamed. There is ter- 
rible vigour in that intense mouth, terrible thought 
in that grappling brow, terrible daring in those 
haughty eyes — ay, after all the defacement of hea- 
ven's lightnings and hell's fires, there is an angelic 
grandeur about it still, and our sinner knows at 
once that this is his devil-foe whose successes have 
been so often celebrated in the halls of hell. And, 
now at last our poor sinner has begun to realize his 
terrible position. He has found out an awful serious- 
ness in the other world. But the silly stupidity of 
the earth is in him yet — ^it will be burned out of 
him, satisfactorily, very soon — and so, he begins to 
talk as if he were still in Dublin, where God is only 
too anxious to listen and accede to a sinner's prayers. 
Accordingly, in hispoor, foolish, earthly way, he begins 
to think of Q-od*s wonderful mercy, of God's special 
tenderness for lost sheep, of His love for hearts oon- 
^te and humble, of the Man that came particularly 
to caU sinners to repentance, of the eyes that wept 
over stiff-necked Jerusalem, of the hands and feet 
and side that proved on Calvary how great is God's 
desire to see Satan overthrown. And so, flinging 
himseK before the Judge's feet, our sinner cries out — 
ah, would that Dublin had heard the cry ! — for one 
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more chance, for a Kttle of the old love, a little of the 
infinite compassion. But the divine eyes simply 
gleam with a grander anger, and the divine lips 
simply quiver with a grander contempt. And then, 
while all heaven and all hell hold their breath in 
stillness, the divine voice is raised, stem, and piti- 
less, and hard. Mercy, it says, is a commodity known 
on the earth alone. It is a soft thing, fit only for 
the fleshly world of marrying and giving-in-mar- 
riage. There is no such thing, it says, as mercy in 
the new land beyond the grave. Nothing but jus- 
tice there. Let the prisoner rise and stand his trial, 
and make his defence, and hear his doom. God has 
no time to waste in listening to appeals for mercy 
now. The Judge on the bench has, evidently, no 
desire for conversation with the prisoner at the bar. 

And then steps forward the accusing devil, calm 
and confident, proud and joyous, despite his ever- 
lastingly pursuing pain. He is clearly convinced 
that his success is sure ; and so, in an easy, jaunty, 
oflEhand way he begins to address the Judge. The 
present trial, he says, is, happHy, nothing more than 
a mere formality. It will not detain either the Judge 
or the accuser long. All heaven and all hell, he 
Ba,ys, know the prisoner at the bar ; and they know 
him for one whose life was, in all things, below the 
human standard divinely appointed ; in many things, 
below even the standard established for the brutes. 
" We, in hell," says this pleasant devil, " are some- 
times spoken of (surprisedly and reproachfully, it 
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would also seem) as being able occasionally to quote 
the Scriptures. But the Judge well knows that an 
intimate acquaintance with and a ftdl command over 
Scriptural texts are needed by us for the proper per- 
formance of our present duties. We cannot hope to 
ensure a prisoner's conviction imless we know the law 
by which alone he must be tried. And so," proceeds 
the accuser, " I shall not be considered either imper- 
tinent or unfair if I refer to a couple of Scriptural 
passages now. I find, then, an eminent authority — 
I shall not, for obvious reasons, quote his name — 
dividing the law of God into two exhaustive com- 
mandments. And what is the first of these P * Thou 
shalt love the Lord, thy God, with thy whole heart, 
and soul, and mind, and strength.* But our prisoner 
here, whom did he love in the superlatively intense 
way prescribed ? Not God. Oh, no ; God was too 
far away ; too cold and fleshless, perchance ; not at 
all fitted, as were the gods of the ancients, to the pre- 
sent position of himianity ; at all events, able to be 
put off to another time when our prisoner here, hav- 
ing had his own respectable way, and traced his own 
respectable career, and satiated his own respectable 
flesh, would have reached the pious perfection of 
hoary hairs and dead desire. And so, heart, soul, 
mind, and strength of him were given to — himself. 
That was what he really loved and really wor- 
shipped ; under all forms and appearances of love — 
love of power, love of gain, love of praise, love of wife 
and children — love of himself was his one abiding 
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motive. His law of action was the brute's law of 
action ; for all supernatural purposes lie might just 
as well have never had a soul at all. He, of course, 
occasionally, both in private and public (especially in 
public) knelt down to pray. But his doing so never 
deceived one that saw him. It never deceived the 
Judge ; it never deceived the guardian angel ; it 
never deceived me ; nor did it deceive even the men 
and women (at least the more intelligent men and 
women) who watched his ways at Mass. We aU knew 
that he went there because to go there was respec- 
table, and because his love of self made him anxious 
to have his self respected. But love God ! the awful, 
hypocrite-hating God ! He never disturbed his polite 
composure, never brought a wrinkle upon his placid 
brow, in lifting his thoughts to a Being so intan- 
gible." 

" But," says this triumphant devil, " enough about 
the first commandment. What is the second ? The 
same eminent authority to whom I referred before, 
but whom I still decline to name, tells me : — * Thou 
shalt love thy neighbour as thy self.' But our pri- 
soner here ! why he never really loved his neighbour 
at all ! Here again his sole law was the brute's law 
of self-satisfaction. He was full of envy and jealousy 
and spite and hatred and revenge. Was his neigh- 
bour attentive to religious duly ? then his neighbour 
was denounced as a hypocrite, or sneered at as a fool. 
Was his neighbour, like himself, but a Catholic in 
name P then his neighbour was to be patted on the 
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back in private, but in public execrated if it suited 
our prisoner's plans. True brotherly love he never 
felt, nor allowed himseK to feel. Disinterested kind- 
ness to his fellow-man was what he never showed, 
nor thought it anything but absurdity to. show. His 
was the cruel hand to break many a bruised reed ; 
his was the coward lip to speak lies of the distant and 
defenceless ; his was the malignant spite to colour 
another's innocent actions with blackness taken from 
his own black heart. This man show to others that 
his origin and his destiny were divine ! Thisman 
stand on earth an image and representative of the 
unseen and spotless God! This man supply for 
Adam's want of self-restraint and Lucifer's want of 
love ! Bah ! He was as sensual as the swine and 
as malicious as the monkeys." 

" In fact," says this subtle scholar of Satan, strik- 
ing home at last where he knows God will feel the 
blow most sorely, " in fact," he says, addressing the 
Judge personally now, " this man here has got You 
and your Son perpetually laughed at by me and my 
friends in hell. And we really cannot be blamed, 
the whole affair is so supremely ridiculous ! You 
asked our prisoner to take a place in heaven — ^that 
place, I dare say, which my own fault had rendered 
empty — but this respectable person (though your in- 
vitations to him were so numerous and so pressing 
as somewhat, one might hint, to compromise your 
dignity), this respectable person, I say, persistently 
declined. Christ, your Son, shed all His blood for 
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him; we poor devils were not honoured with a 
Saviour. The blood-shedding was very fearful ; and 
even we cannot help admiring the Man who bore the 
brutalities of the first Good Friday ; but, is it not 
laughable to see all that forgotten, Christ's sufferings 
rendered useless, Christ's blood trampled in the dirt 
by a wretched ruffian like the prisoner at the bar !" 
And here the accuser's heart is gladdened, for he sees 
God writhing under the sharp sarcasm of his bitter 
tongue. '* Nevertheless," the devil goes on, " I wish 
to be fair and candid with the prisoner here. It is 
no desire and no need of mine (in fact I need hardly 
say that I am not fool enough to try) to imduly in- 
fluence the Judge against him. I rest my case upon 
facts of evidence alone." And then he calmly, nay, 
with a tantalizing slowness, reads out his charges 
against the prisoner. Sins of youth and sins of man- 
hood; sins of every kind and of every degree ; 
devilish sins of pride and beastly sins of lust ; the 
little idle word and the giant crime crying up per- 
petually for vengeance to the Lord ! And here the 
poor prisoner, as the list proceeds, hit home and hard 
by the memory of his madness, bitten now and stung 
by the worm that never dies, shouts out, again 
shrieks and roars out for a little common human 
pity; and, receiving no reply, begs of God, for 
Christ's sake, to stop the story, and to allow him to 
hide his poor head in hell ! But God's rigid lips 
make no motion. The angel guardian can only sob 
aloud. And the devil is very methodical and patient 
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and polite. So he remarks pleasantly to his Mend 
the prisoner, that business, as his Mend knows, is 
business ; that, in balancing accounts, one, as nobody 
knows better than his Mend, ought to proceed with 
care; and that, perhaps, after all, when his Mend 
does get to hell, he will find it not quite so desirable 
a resting place for his head as he at present supposes. 
And then the list goes on. And, as it goes on, these 
rigid lips of God grow grimmer and grinmier, those 
fierce eyes of God grow fiercer and fiercer, till at last 
even the accuser must turn away from their intensity 
of anger, as, the list ended, and the angel guardian 
sobbing out that there is no defence, God's hand is 
raised, the beauty of His bosom shines out an instant 
from beneath His uplifted robe, with one fierce ma- 
lediction the hand falls, and the poor soul, made 
hungry for heaven by that gleam of glory which 
God's breast had given, is at once hit down into that 
horrible hell-flame, made originally for devils alone, 
but now become the everlasting abode of one who 
walked our streets, talked our language, eat, drank, 
laughed, and was merry, evermore making light of 
that terrible judgment which was one day to come 
and to end it all ! 

Now, my Brethren, throughout the sketch which 
I have just been giving, there is not one iota of ex- 
aggeration. There are some things in which exag- 
geration is impossible; which because they cannot be 
fully appreciated by men, can never be magnified by 
them either; which simply exhaust all efforts of 
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human thought and human expression; and the 
terror of a sinner's judgment is one of these. So, my 
Brethren, do not imagine that I have been sacrificing 
my love of truth to my desire for effect. Do not be 
afraid of that at all. I may say, with all due humility, 
that that is not my way. I do not try to juggle with 
other men's minds, as I expect them not to try to 
juggle with mine. And, even though I had a de- 
sire to sacrifice truth to effectiveness, I should in the 
present case, as I say, find myseK unable to do so. 
Not until I had ftdly grasped sin's boundless malice, 
God's infinite anger, hell's everlasting pain, Satan's 
everlasting hate, could I hope to teU you what a sin- 
ner's judgment must necessarily be. And those things 
no human mind could ever grasp but one alone. 
And that does not belolig to me. It belongs to Him 
who long ago, when only a little boy of twelve years 
old, put the wisest doctors of the law to shame ; who 
learned bitterly on the terrible mountain the two 
lessons of man's sinfulness and of God's revenge ; 
and who, as He hung there on His Cross, saw, 
through His blood and tears, the fated yaUey where 
He Himself (after God the sole one worthy) was one 
day to judge and to sentence all ! 

But, my Brethren, I have no difficulty in admit- 
ting that, in one sense at least, the case I have taken 
is extreme. The sinner I selected is a very bad sin- 
ner. I have an idea that he is not altogether as. 
great a rarity as people suppose, and I am sure that 
L class is growing larger L larger from yeax to 
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year. But I do not want to insinuate that all sin- 
ners are bad as he, or that the judgments of all are 
equally terrible. There are men who die under 
mountains of guilt. There are men who die stained 
only by a single sin. There are men who, when 
dying, know well that they have only the shadow of 
a chance, and, feeling that they are incompetent to 
grapple with shadows, go down blaspheming, grim 
and horrid in their despair. There are men who, 
when dying, think their chance a fine one, put off 
into eternity with a smiling hopefulness (very edify- 
ing to us all, and very comforting to their surround- 
ing friends), and, only when they are at the judg- 
ment-bar, find out that Satan's memory was better 
far than theirs, and that death-bed repentances are 
much oftener devil's deceptions than men suppose. I 
know there are people who, so to speak, pitch them- 
selves into hell on purpose, and other people who, so 
to say, stumble into it by mistake. And so I admit, 
that the case I have taken is, at least in one sense, 
extreme. 

But, my Brethren, in the only sense which for us 
is practical, it is not extreme. If a man is damned 
at all, it is very little matter to him whether he is 
damned for one sin or danmed for one thousand. 
Practically the judgment of one sinner will be the 
same as the judgment of another. And, though the 
judgments of great sinners are comparatively per- 
haps unusual, and therefore extreme, the judgments 
of sinners in general are neither unusual nor extreme. 
They are matters of pretty common occurrence. I am 
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afraid they are much commoner than most people think, 
I am afraid that, even among OathoKes, the nimiber of 
the damned is very much larger than the nimiber of 
the saved. And because I think that, and because 
damnation is a bad business, no matter for what in- 
curred, therefore it is that I have tried, by describing 
an ext;eme case, to bring out, in c W and stronger 
reKef, the terrors that must surround the judgment of 
every sinner, no matter how small the cause which 
worked his damnation. 

But, my Brethren, it may be told me that my 
view of things is a gloomy view ; that in no Chris- 
tian generation would the majority of true believers 
be lost ; and that the present generation is preemi- 
nently good, and likely, therefore, to be preeminently 
fortunate on the judgment-day. I wish, indeed, I 
could believe that I am in error. No one of us in 
the present age is disposed, you may be certain, to 
paint things blacker than they really are. We are 
certain not to forget the cloud's silvery lining ; nay, 
are pretty much given to ignore the cloud itself. I, 
personally, confess to a decisive leaning in that direc- 
tion. I like the light better than I like the dark- 
ness. I like cheerfulness more than I like gloom, 
and prefer the enjoyment of a picture of pleasure be- 
fore the enjoyment of a picture of pain. I wish, espe- 
cially, rather to unduly widen than to unduly narrow 
the limits of God's manifested mercy, for, as I told 
you once before, were I to try to narrow them, my own 
life and heart and memory, nay, the very stones of 
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the street would rise up to give me the lie. But 
there is scarcely a fear that I shall make the trial. 
As a matter of fact, we are all in great measure the 
creatures of our own age, thronged with its thoughts 
saturated with its sentiments ; and a prime idea of 
our own age is to make both its religion and itself 
as comfortable as it can. This is not a time for 
working out salvation with fear and trembling. The 
path to heaven now-a-days is not considered either 
particularly steep or particularly narrow. The bitter 
uncertainty of salvation which depressed the old 
Saints never troubles either the souls or shoulders of 
the new. Progress has made the way to heaven so 
easy that one must felicitate one's self in having fallen 
upon such cultivated days. But then there are, after all, 
Hmits to even the highest human power. I have no 
desire to depreciate human ability; but there are 
some things I think, which no man can do. No 
himian effort, for instance, can get over the plain 
truth. And there are some things in the world 
plainly true. To me, for instance, there are some 
things clear as my own existence, and, do what I 
will, I cannot get over these. Do what I will I can- 
not help remembering those terrible declarations 
about the many that are called and the few that are 
chosen, about the narrow gate with the few it admits 
to heaven, and the broad gate with the many it ad- 
mits to heU. Nor can I put from out my memory 
those other terrible sayings of the Saints, that the 
few saved are to the many lost as the few heads of 
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com left for the gleaner are to the entire harvest ; as 
the few grapes left after the gathering are to the 
vintage ; as the few apples left on the boughs after 
the apple-trees have been shaken are to the countless 
crop which the orchard produced. My Bretl^ren, I 
cannot forget all these. And thus, when, naturally, 
I should speak to you soft words and cheering, draw 
for you bright pictures and hopeful, those awful 
voices rush up before me, daring me at my peril to 
soften down God's teaching; to misrepresent God's 
ways ; to talk of earth's flowers when I cannot help 
thinking of earth's graves ; to talk of God's careful- 
ness that his creatures in general attain their end, 
when I know that, for one acorn that makes an oak, 
ten thousand acorns are devoured by swine ; to talk 
of Catholics as being secure when I know that most 
of them would disgrace purgatory, and many of them 
would disgrace hell ; to talk of men as getting num- 
berless chances when Lucifer, God's Morning Star, 
got only one ; to talk of salvation as easy, when I 
know that by aU it must be worked out with fear 
and trembling, and that even the best among the 
saints died with a terrible dread lest all their watches 
and all their fasts, all their prayers and all their 
tears were vain against these few small sins into 
which their youthhood had been betrayed ! 

And now, my Brethren, if you have yet doubts 
that for all of you the judgment to be practically 
considered is the judgment of a sinner (as being the 
judgment most likely to be your own) ; if you can 
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interpret those sayings that I have quoted, so that 
after your interpretation we may hear them with no 
discomfort, I shall still ask you to reconsider the 
question, but on a far simpler and far more expedi- 
tious plan. I am content to rest my case, mainly, on 
an appeal to your own consciences. And in this 
way. 

" As a man lives so shall he die." That I accept as 
an everlasting divine rule, with exceptions, of course, 
. but with no more exceptions than go to prove it. 
And from that rule, my Brethren, this is an imme- 
diate inference — as is the average character of your 
life, so will be the character of your death. If the 
average of your life be saintliness, your death will be 
saintly ; if 4he average of your life be sinfulness, 
your judgment will be the judgment of the damned. 
These I accept as general principles, not absolutely 
true, but generally true, and because true generally, 
therefore true for all practical life. Now what is 
the average character of your lives ? What is your 
average state of preparedness for judgment ? I, of 
course, cannot pretend to say. Neither can you 
without much previous meditation. But this much 
appears to me certain, namely, that your average 
state of preparedness cannot be higher than your 
state of preparedness this minute — ^now — on this 
evening of holy Lent, when God's hands are more 
generous than at other times, when God's graces are 
poured forth upon men's hearts with more than ordi- 
nary abundance, when the Church is administering 
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to you every stimulant to rouse you and excite you 
till you cast oflf your grave-clothes with her Bisen 
Lord. Well, then, suppose judgment were passed 
upon you this very instant ! Come, now ! Look the 
matter fairly in the face ! " Who knows but the 
world may end to-night !" Who knows but when 
we are sleeping, the Judge's Warder may come to 
wake us, till when our eyes are opened we find our- 
selves standing at the Judgment-bar ! Who knows 
but that fearful Messenger who called yesterday in 
Ball's Lane,* may have other messages of a like kind 
for this district still, may have to touch some others 
upon the shoulder soon, telling them that the Judge 
is waiting to preside at their trial and to pronounce 
their doom ! Come then, I say, suppose that even 
as I raise my hand the finger of death were to touch 
you suddenly, and that I, looking down upon you 
now, saw your hands clench and your eyes glaze, and 
your jaws drop, and your lips grow livid in the agony 

* Ball's Lane is only a few yards distant from the Church in 
which these sermons were spoken. There is in it a very exten- 
sive brewery, the property, I believe, of Messrs. Jameson. In 
the early part of March a portion of the brewery fell in, and 
one of the workmen was crushed and killed beneath the ruins. 
From the appearance presented by the dead body, it was judged 
that the poor man*s death must have been instantaneous. The 
case was in many ways a very touching one. The man was in 
the prime of youth. He was " the only son of his mother, and 
she was a widow.*' He had been a sailor for some years, and 
had, I believe, been only a couple of weeks ashore when he was 
called suddenly from work to Judgment. 
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of death — come now, I say, how many of you would 
like your chances at the judgment bar P Brethren — 
to put it more personally and more plainly too —my 
common sense assures me that at least some one 
among you would be surely damned. And, Brethren 
dear, do not think me hard, or harsh, or cruel, if, 
knowing that, I put to each of you a bitter question. 
Some of you would be surely damned : well then, I 
ask, which of you can say to me, " it would not 
be I!" 

And now, my Brethren, I have shown you the 
first great figure that meets us in our sad pilgrimage 
beyond the grave. A figure like unto it, its younger 
brother, but much larger and much grander, will 
come on for description very soon. But for the 
present, I have done my part. Now do yours. Make 
use of what I have said this evening. And use it in 
this way : fill your hearts full of the thought with 
which I have started, that your souls are here but in 
temporary imprisonment ; that a Judge sits waiting 
for them till their prison-time be over; that, that 
time over, the Warder Death will bring you up for 
trial; that, at that trial, you will get no mercy; 
that, if judgment goes against you, the strong hands 
of God will strike you into heU, and the gleaming 
eyes of God will hunt you with their hatred for ever- 
more! 
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** And again, the Lord said to Moses ; I see that this people 
is itiff-necked. Let me alone, that mj wrath may be kindled 
against them, and that I may destroy them, and I will make of 
thee a great nation. But Moses besought the Lord his God, 
saying: why, Lord, is Thy indignation enkindled against 
Thy people whom Thou hast brought out of the land of Egypt 
with great power and with a mighty hand. Remember Abra- 
ham and Isaac and Israel, Thy servants And the 

Lord was appeased from doing the evil which He had spoken 
against His people.** — Exodus, xxxii. 9, 10, 11, 13, 14. 

Sixteen hundred years ago, my Brethren, this Ire- 
land of ours looked very different from what it looks 
co-day. Where our cities and towns are now, then 
were, for the most part, vast forests or far-extending 

* The account which is here given of the state of the Pagan 
Irish is the account which was popularly accepted at the time 
when the writer was learning, as a school-boy, his ^ Rudiments* 
of Irish History. Until lately, it was no portion of his duties 
or deares to examine whether modem research required or did 
not require a change in his boyish beliefs. But since this ser- 
mon was preached, he has had occasion to study— and with the 
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uncultivated plains. There was no Saekville-street 
nor dream of it in those times. The wild beasts did 
not care for cities, and the wild people were of the 
same opinion as the wild beasts. In fact, the wild 
people were hardly distinguishable, that is, the lower 
class of them were hardly distinguishable, from the 
wild beasts. Nearly naked, constantly at strife, dwell- 
ing jealously in wood-brakes and forest-dells and 
mountain caves ; when they met, peering at each 
other with side-long marauding eyes ; almost the 
only point in which they differed from the wolves 
and foxes was this, that they were perpetually im- 
happy. Ireland then was in two respects, and almost 
in two only, what Ireland is to-day. And between 
these two respects a great modem authority, half in 
jest and half in earnest (as is his wont), has vouch- 
safed to show us a natural, if not necessary, con- 
nexion. Then, as now, the Irish people were dis- 
contented, and then, as now, Ireland was surrounded 
by a " melancholy ocean." It made no matter then, 
and I suppose it makes no matter now, that two- 
thirds of the population never saw, and never see, 

latest aids — the history of Ancient Ireland. And he is now 
bound to' confess that the two charges, of human sacrifice and 
of lust-worship, which the sermon prefers against the ancient 
Irish, are charges in support of which no satisfactory evidence 
has been* adduced. But the writer proposed, for various rea- 
sons, to print his sermons substantially as he preached them. 
And, therefore, he has made no change in this Sermon on St. 
Patrick's Day. 

t2 
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that same seriously aflfecting sight, and, therefore, 
could hardly then, and can hardly now, be much in- 
fluenced by its moanings. It is a fact, at all events, 
and that only concerns us here, that then, as now, 
the hearts of the people were sick with sorrow. 

And, my Brethren, in those far-ofif days there 
was, for their great unhappiness, good and suffi- 
cient cause. There is no peace for the wicked, 
saith the Lord. The wicked is as a raging sea, 
and cannot rest. And, of all the wicked people 
upon whom God's mercy allowed the sun of heaven 
to shine and the dews of heaven to fall, the Irish 
people of sixteen hundred years ago were incom- 
parably the worst. We sicken when we read the 
doings of the poor black Negroes of Central Africa — 
their hideous cannibal feasts, their naked shameless- 
ness as of veriest brutes — but the black Negroes 
of Central Africa are very salt of the earth, very 
lights of the world, compared with the white Negroes 
from whom we come. The ordinary sins of robbery 
and idolatry and lust and murder were nothing in 
their eyes, were mere children's innocence when 
compared with those giant Irish crimes of theirs that 
grinned up perpetually in the face of God. Take 
two. They had many gods, but one was first favour- 
ite. ► , And it was — alas, alas for our boasted Irish 
purity — ^it was the deified vice of lust ! The devil 
that makes men impure, the vice that makes men 
brutes, was the chosen god worshipped by our fore- 
fathers — perhaps upon the very ground where that 
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altar of Jesus Christ is erected now. They had 
many sacrifices, but one was highest and most revered 
of all. And it — alas, alas for our boasted Irish 
tenderness — it was, to pour out their children's 
blood in offering to their cruel deities — nay, betimes 
to bind their living children on great piles of dry 
timber, to fire the piles, till amid the smoke and 
flame the strongest of their poor sons, the loveliest of 
their poor daughters, screamed out their souls before 
the pitiless parents and the savage priests. The land 
was, one might say, the devil's own. Neither God 
nor Ghiardian Angel had an inch of it in possession. 
A great blackness, as of death and doom, overspread 
it all ; the devils screamed and yelled in their very 
drunkenness of triumph, the softness of mercy was 
dying gradually from the eyes of God ; the outlook 
of hope was dying gradually from theeyes of Mary ; 
for, all these coasts were underneath God's shadow, 
with these fearful fires of human sacrifice glaring 
threateningly amid the gloom. 

But, my Brethren, it is, I believe, an Irish saying, 
and it is, at all events, a partial truth, that the 
blackest hour of night is the hour before the dawn. 
There were good things in store for our Pagan 
fathers. Their dawn was coming. Though he knew 
it not, the devil was in danger here. No one, man 
or devil, could have guessed just then where the 
danger lay. A pirate captain came to the coast of 
Antrim, disembarked his passeugers and prisoners 
had among the latter a bright-eyed French lad ol 
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about sixteen whom he had stolen from his French 
home — that renowned Boulogne-upon-the-Sea ; sold 
the lad as a slave to some one of the petty chiefs of 
Northern Ireland ; and then, I suppose, went on to 
rob and ruin as before. But we have nothing to do 
with either the pirate captain or the Irish chief. 
They were- apparently considerable characters in their 
day ; had plenty of people to honour them and fear 
them, I suppose ;* never troubled their distinguished 
brains about the little bright-eyed Frenchman whom 
one had bought and the other sold, very much as 
they would buy and sell a colt or a cask of brandy. 
Such was always, and such will be forevermore, the 
way. Real greatness — given of God — ^is at first 
unnoticed. But its grand light soon chases every 
darkness; its grand strength soon shatters every 
rock. Vainly will you endeavour to stop its course ; 
the Spirit of God is on it as the Spirit was on the 
Prophets of old, and the ways of that Spirit no man 
oan alter. But at first, as I have said, real, God- 
given greatness attracts no notice. You remember 
there was another little boy once, bom at a place 
called Bethlehem (of which place, I dare say, you 
have heard a little), who lived for thirty years very 
much unthought-of by your queens and kings. So 
liere, the really important person was the bright- 
eyed little Frenchman : for he was to accomplish a 
work of surpassing grandeur, and to make a name 
certain to abide when French pirates and Irish 
chieftains, and Ireland herself, and France herself, 
would have all passed away. 
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So, for the present, our young French lad — ^not 
Buspecting as yet, we may be sure, that he was there, 
OR that rugged Irish coast, by the very will and work 
of Almighty God — ^for the present, he pays the first 
penalty of his great destiny, and becomes obscure. 
NaT, he in a sense becomes disgraced. His master 
sencs him — ^the young, delicate, little lad — to be the 
herd of swine. "My constant business," he says 
himeelf in his " Confessions," " was to feed the hogs." 
You may be certain that the Boy of Bethlehem was 
a go)d carpenter, and you may be certain that the 
Boy -}{ Boulogne was a good swineherd. That he 
was K), he has himseK, in these same " Confessions" 
of hii, put partially on record. " I was never affected 
with dothfdness," he says ; and, lest even his prayers 
to G«d should interfere with his duties to his master, 
he uied, he tells us, to " rise before the dawn to pray 
in tk snow and frost and rain." And he himself 
givef us the true key to his zeal in his new situation. 
" The spirit of God," he says " was warm within me." 
So )ur bright-eyed little Frenchman goes to his work 
maifully. His swine are well tended, and his master 
is veil pleased. We may suppose even that a species 
of tffection sprung up between the wild Irish Chief- 
tan and the beautiful French boy. That has some 
sight foundation in the after history of both ; but, 
at all events, our little Frenchman is not to be a 
svineherd for ever. And so, after seven years' hard 
sorioe, when he has got to understand the Irish 
pople, and to be familiar with the Irish language, 
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and to be attempered to the Irish climate, a Hand, 
ever present to point out His pathway, frees him from 
his bondage, and he returns to his home. 

But once home ; — and the homeward journey was 
long and perilous ; his first flush of joy at meeting Ks 
mother, over ; his heart once more steadied down iito 
its accustomed calm, he found his thoughts aUowing 
him not an instant's rest. The poor islanders, from wh)in 
he had just come, made his memory a haunted hoose. 
Underneath all their badness, his eyes had deted;ed 
a stream that might yet widen into marvellous g«od. 
They were savage and sinful, but both their sava|ery 
and their sinfulness were the results rather of igno- 
rance and thoughtlessness than of preconceived ma- 
lice or constitutional brutality. They were a bBve, 
bright, and withal a deep-hearted people, waning 
not one of those highest qualities which had nade 
other peoples pre-eminent in the past. It wa a 
terrible thing, he thought, that such a people shaild 
be lost to God. God Himself was mercifully thi3k- 
ing just the same; and so God began to stir tie 
destined prophet of His chosen people. Our briglt- 
eyed little Frenchman, now grown to be a stror^ 
young man of twenty-three, began to feel mysterioiB 
yearnings, and to be troubled nightly with stran^ 
dreams. He heard the poor Irish calling to him i> 
return, and to save them from their devil-foes. Ht 
saw letters coming to him from the island of hig 
swineherdship, carrying to him the " Voices of the 
Irish," asking him to bring the light of life to the 
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people dying in death's shadow. He felt a Hand 
pushing him out, out, to where, in the melancholy 
ocean, the unhappy Irish had their home. Never- 
theless, he yet acted with a man's true prudence. He 
talked the matter over with his holy parents ; con- 
sulted his imcle the Saint of Tours; prayed and 
pondered for many days; and then, his conscience 
satisfied and his calling clear, he asked permission at 
the proper place, and the little swineherd came back 
to us a bishop, landed this time on our Wicklow 
coast, with full authority, not, as certain people deign 
to tell us, from some predecessor of Pope Elizabeth 
or Pope Victoria, but from St. Oelestine, the glorious 
predecessor of that glorious old man who now rules 
the world from his prison-house at Rome ! 

Just after the time of his landing there happened 
to be a great gathering of princes and chiefs around 
the royal residence of Tara. To that very place, after 
some notable successes, our fearless bishop went. The 
king, princes, nobles, and druids were assembled for 
the great national triennial council. During the 
celebration of this council, it was a crime for any one 
to kindle a fire within the province until the king's 
own bonfire was seen to blaze. Whether our bishop 
was cognizant of such a law, is doubtful. At all 
events he broke it. Before the door of his poor tent, 
pitched on a hill (some miles distant from Tara, but 
quite visible therefrom), he ordered his priests and 
monks to light the Easter fire. Therein was made 
the first great stop, unimportant though the event 
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seem, towards the conversion of Ireland. For that 
fire, blazing there boldly as in contempt of the king's 
law, — pronounced, moreover, by the Pagan priests 
(unto whom God sometimes does lend His spirit) to 
be a sign of danger to Pagan power, — ^rose up before 
the eyes of the assemblage at Tara, as the be- 
ginning of a fierce and fearless fight, as at least 
a sign that that hideous religious despotism under 
which they groaned was, at all events, not unassail- 
able. But the king was very angry at the breaking 
of his law, and so he ordered the impudent strangers 
to be brought before him. Our bishop and his fol- 
lowers — their own selected way thus wonderfully 
laid open — appeared before his majesty at once. Hia 
majesty was neither over-wise nor over-polite. He 
gave orders that no one should pay our bishop the 
smallest honour ; but vainly. Our bishop cared little 
for any such honour as the king was thinking of, and, 
even had he cared for it, he had it from many of the 
princes despite the mandate of the king. But it was 
for far other purposes that he thanked God for his 
presence there. His poor Easter-fire, kindled on the 
hill, had filled the Druids with a strange alarm ; they 
felt their power was coming to an end, though they 
could not guess the mode of its destruction. But yet 
another light had our bishop to enkindle which 
would make still more manifest that the doom of 
Irish Paganism and of its Druid priesthood was 
already sealed. Out before the wondering eyes of the 
wild princes he held two bits of sticks put cross- wise 
together — there was the image of a Man nailed upon 



St Patrick's Day. 283 

them — into their wondering ears he poured the old 
tale of man's fall and man's redemption ; up from 
the green sod he plucked a little three-leaved thing 
(that told of God in its own simple Irish way), and 
made the shamrock immortal as the race that loves 
it; and what between his grand, heart-begotten elo- 
quence and God's grand love-begotten grace, many 
of our poor wild forefathers, some of the best among 
them too (Dubtach, for instance, the chief poet and 
scholar of the time), gave up their lust-god and their 
cruel child-murder, bowing dowii to Him whose 
purity must have a Virgin Mother, whose thoughtftd 
tenderness takes care of even the lilies of the field. 
And from Tara our bishop travelled through all the 
country, and everywhere he went he succeeded. Not 
only the poorer people, whose interest it was that 
Paganism should be destroyed, but the princes and 
druids, whose interest it was that Paganism should 
continue, believed and were baptized. Strange sights 
and soimds began to meet the traveller in this Irish 
land. Churches and monasteries and convents and 
schools arose ; the screams of children gave place to 
the songs of choirs ; and the smoke of incense, as- 
cending to the sacramental Jesus, supplanted those 
heavy clouds from human sacrifice that before had 
blackened the brow of God. And thus in ever-increas- 
ing Christian progress many happy years passed by. 
The devils, those worst vipers that can infest a land, 
were driven away. The angels, who had often flown 
to it pityingly in other times, but had found no rest 
for their feet when there, now came and brought from 



284 Sermons. 

it to their Lord many and many a branch of peace. 
And in due appointed season, his work done, his 
warfare ended, this island conquered over for his Ghod, 
strong soldiers appointed to watch its borders, sage 
shepherds appointed to feed its flocks, our brave old 
bishop, verily full of years and labours, was taken to 
his everlasting rest. And when he died, the Church 
did not forget her hero. Down upon that list of 
apostles has she put his name whereon are written 
the glorious names of the great Judean Twelve. And 
we, that once were sitting in darkness and the sha- 
dow of death ; who, blinded by the darkness and the 
shadow, knew not the light and the Substance far 
away ; whose gods were hateful and whose priests — 
men's mediators — were more hateful still ; we, I say, 
can now lift up our heads with a splendid confidence 
to heaven, for we know that God Himself is with us, 
and that we still have our bright-eyed little French- 
man, our glorious old bishop, as our patron and 
preserver throughout aU time. For, my Brethren, 
the bright-eyed boy, the glorious bishop, is no other 
than that St. Patrick to whom the strong hot Irish 
heart of the strong hot Irish race is turning now. 

And, Brethren dear, ever since the day when 
St. Patrick left his dust among us, we have been feel- 
ing the effects of his unchanging love. We have lost 
much, have suflfered much, have been treated very 
vilely by people who owed us different treatment, 
but our Faith — after alj, the only thing worth keep- 
ing—no one, whether man or devil, has been quite 
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able to wrench away. In far-oflf and brighter days 
we have been an " Island of Saints and Scholars ;" 
in nearer and darker days, we have been an Island 
of Confessors and Martyrs ; even in those days, shal- 
low though they are, and thoughtless and trivial, 
our people are just about the only people that, as a 
people, stand up valiantly and persistently for the 
grand old OathoKo cause. That prayer of Patrick's, 
that our faith might never fail; those sobs of his 
going up to God for us, every night one hundred 
times, every day one himdred times, have made their 
mark on the history of men. The Irish people, un- 
questionably, have done some queer things in their 
time. Enemies of theirs have even set them down 
as the authors of innumerable absurdities. But there 
are at all events two things which the Irish people 
did not do (and this makes amends for all) — ^they did 
not give up their Faith in Christ, and they did not 
give up their loyalty to Christ's Vicar. In every 
age, since St. Patrick's time, they have stood up for 
the cause of the One True Church, though, with its 
Founder, they have been often forced to tread the 
wine-press of desolation ; in every age they have de- 
fended the cause of the successor of St. Celestine, 
have given him their prayers, their money, and their 
blood, are prepared, please God, if it be ever neces- 
sary, to strain out the juice of their hearts to the 
dearest drop sooner than our Holy Father should re- 
treat one step before his enemies, or abate one iota 
of his claims. It is wrong to be boastful ; St. Patrick 
would not like it ; but, then, it is hardly possible not 
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to feel proud of Ireland when we compare her with the 
other so-called Catholic countries of the world. Look 
at Belgium, filled with the worst forms of irreligion, 
and scarcely moving a hand to aid in their destruc- 
tion ! Look at Italy, cursed by men who, under the 
fine pretext of making the nation one and the people 
free, are robbing states of their stability, and indi- 
viduals of their God! Look at Spain — Catholic 
Spain, fast asleep, with murder-dreams bringing 
gibberish to her mouth and convulsions to her limbs ! 
And look at France — glorious France, trodden down, 
God help her, under the heels of her deadliest foos, 
because that, for years, she had been making vice 
fashionable, and virtue but a vulgar vanity; had 
been making men forget their real greatness, and 
women forget their real glory ; had been practi- 
cally teaching that a woman's first duty is to he a la 
mode, and a man's first duty to be a squire of dames ; 
had been posturing and prattling as if no depth of 
heart or strength of soul dwelt in the nation, till at 
last, smashed and broken by these dreadfcd strong- 
willed, steady-headed Germans, she has come to know 
that the highest achievement of humanity is not, 
after all, a new design in bonnets, or a later edition 
of the newest sauce. And so, my Brethren, when 
we Irishmen look over the Catholic world of to-day 
and see poor Ireland, with all her scars, and all her 
gashes, as it were alone and singlehanded, defending 
the glorious old unconquered cause, how can we help 
glorying that we, too, are Irish of the Irish, looked 
after by that saint whom to-day we honour ; un- 
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meritedly called to fight his battles; unmeritedly 
called, you and I, to proclaim his praises ; hopeful, 
after all, that one day or other his dear old hands 
will be laid in blessing on these heads of ours. 

But, my Brethren, though unable to deny that 
the religious state of Ireland shows well by a com- 
parison of her with other nations, I yet fail to view 
it with complete satisfaction. Were I to speak my 
mind out fully, I should, perhaps say that I regard 
the reHgious state of Ireland with considerable alarm. 
Our reUgious buildings, churches, convents and the 
like, are certainly very nimierous, and some of them 
very beautiful. It is undoubtedly a very cheering 
thing that each succeeding year adds many more to 
those splendid Gothic temples which so set off and 
sanctify our Irish villages and towns. Yet do these 
same edifices, so unspeakably sad and sombre, suggest 
to one very many disturbing considerations. The 
temple of stone where the Lord is worshipped has 
been always taken to be, may properly be regarded 
as, in a deep sense, an outer image of other temples 
of His worship, human souls. As is the character of 
a people's religious feeling so will in great measure 
be the character of that people's religious architec- 
ture. Where a people's religious feeling is airy and 
easy and lightsome its religious buildings will be 
feishioned after an airy, easy, lightsome style. Where, 
on the contrary, a people's religious feeling is, from 
its very earnestness, self-rapt, and self-concentred, 
from its very depth overshadowed with gloom, there the 
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religiouB buildings will be remarkable, not for their 
softness of Hght and cheerfulness of expression, but 
for their mysterious melancholy and for the awfiil 
atmosphere of still thought which hangs around them. 
Now, that Gothic style of building which we at pre- 
sent aflfect so much, belongs of right to a long-gone 
age of very earnest and serious and thoughtful men. 
It— where, at least, our modem lightheartedness has 
not been endeavouring to improve it — it is the ex- 
pression of areligious feeling such as was evoked, not in 
the sunny, smiling, seK-complacent street, but in the 
shadowy heart-stilling solitude of forest aisles, under 
the melancholy meanings of forest boughs. And this 
same thoughtful, pathetic Gothic style had long been 
fashioning Irish souls before it was applied to fashion- 
ing Irish churches. After it, on the model of it, so to 
speak, was formed that race of men which has made 
our land immortal. Very deep and earnest reUgious 
feeling is necessary to make a Christian Saint. Very 
deep and earnest religious feeling is necessary to make 
a christian scholar. And there was a time when world- 
wide acclaim pronounced this island an island of both 
saints and scholars. But that was a very different time 
from now. It was not a time of great material wealth, 
but it was a time of great mental cultivation. Men 
themselves were then considered of more importcmoe 
than their purses or their lands. It was not atime when 
the science of cookery was deeply studied, but it was 
a time when the science of the saints had very many 
and very enthusiastic devotees. Man's body was not 
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then regarded as of more worth than man's soul. In- 
deed, indeed, my Brethren, these Irish of twelve 
hundred years ago were full of a religious feeling very 
different from ours. 

** But we — Ah, full light are we grown, 
By the darkness dismayed, 
Nor seek the sad mountains and lone 
Where our fathers have prayed : 

AH restless as birds and as vain, 

Fools of fear evermore, 
While sparrows in thunder and rain 

Feel God watching o'er.'* 

Alas, yes, my Brethren, when we compare ourselves 
with our fathers, very shallow and thoughtless and 
trivial are we Irishmen of to-day. And so, when we 
adopt for our modern churches that style of building 
which our fathers loved — ^loved, because in it genius 
gave expression and embodiment to their own deep, 
pondering souls — ^we are, I am afraid, only following 
the fashion of our present age, making external pro- 
fession of a feeling to which, internally and really, we 
can lay no claim. Gothic architecture in fact is, and 
seems to feel it is, out of place among us. It sees 
nothing of its own rapt stillness, nothing of its own 
solemnity, in the souls of our present people. It is 
like the old warrior of the eastern tale. He, having 
had youth and manhood of great glory, was blest by 
heaven with great length of days. But, after all, his 
old age was a time of sorrow. Not that he himself 
did not still possess the fearless valour of his youth. 

u 
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But when he looked around him, and saw how men 
had deteriorated from " the old, old times, long, long 
ago" he was fain to lie down and to live no more. 

And, my Brethren, this same absence of prayerful 
thought, this want of that Inner Life which has ncfw 
become a sort of Black Art to be cultivated only by 
monks and nuns,— (alas, what a sign of the times is 
even that !) — is not merely, in itself, a disastrous fact 
in present Catholicity, but it is also the cause of much 
else in our existing state that it is most saddening to 
see. With Irish Catholics, indeed, pious practices 
are undeniably popular. There always is in this city 
of Dublin a very large attendance at charity ser- 
mons (especially if the Lord Mayor patronize the 
preacher), at High Masses (especially in the opera 
season), at demonstrations in favour of religious 
equality, and at bazaars. But our piety itself ? I 
am afraid that most of it is of a very superficial and, 
worse still, of a very earthly kind. Take as a test, 
for instance, the name we have for supporting chari- 
ties. It is a fact known all the world over, and by 
me, assuredly, not to be called into question, that 
the name is admirably well deserved. The Irish 
people as a body and, among the Irish people, the 
people of Dublin especially are, almost to a fault, 
generous when they are asked for alms. But of what, 
after all, is such generosity a proof? I think, that 
to any one who has been accustomed to watch the 
people of the present generation, who, not content 
with a[sight of Irish deeds, has tried to get an insight 
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into Irish motives, such generosity will not in many 
cases be excessively consoling. He will find instances 
where the alms are given from pure shame, because, 
namely, to refuse them would be (sincerely or insin- 
cerely) regarded as disgraceful. He will find instances 
too, where the generosity springs from a foolish pride, 
because, namely, the giver Peter is determined to 
outdo his neighbour Paul. He will find instances 
stranger and sadder still, where men subscribe libe- 
rally to public charities as a sort of excuse to them- 
selves and others for habitual sin, for lives of 
dnmkenness, for instance, or for lives of carelessness 
about religious duty. But — to stop particularizing 
the various modes of alms-giving— is there not, now- 
a-days, something very suspicious about it all ? It 
has been, you will observe, a custom for a long time 
to have the names of alms-givers printed and pub- 
lished through the medium of newspapers. The 
custom has developed into an acknowledged portion 
of the alms-giving and alms-receiving system. And 
it is very curious to see betimes how the system 
works. The collector will occasionally have a diffi- 
culty in finding out in what part of his frame precisely 
the person on whom he calls preserves his generosity ; 
but he rarely fails to evoke its presence when he casu- 
ally mentions that the name of each contributor will 
appear in the morning papers. The contributor wiU 
sometimes not see the profit of giving away a guinea, 
but he can generally perceive the usefulness of having 
his trumpet blown not merely at the street comers, 

u 2 
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but over all the land. And what a ludicrous angry 
impatience will he exhibit if, when he reads the list 
of contributors given according to promise in the 
morning papers, he finds that his own name does not 
figure there. Now, my Brethren, I put it to your 
hearts, could such things as these be, if the state of 
Irish Catholicity were healthy and promising ? — 
Brethren, we priests have no interest whatever in 
depreciating the good or in exaggerating the evil of 
the times. We must try, of course, to tell the truth 
to the best of our ability, but it is our natural ten- 
dency as men (and our lives are much more easy 
when we obey that tendency) to cause no disquiet 
and to give no pain. And I, certainly, in what I 
have been saying, have no desire to become un- 
pleasant. I merely make suggestions that it may 
be good for you to consider weU. I want you, in 
the main, to do only this : — to distrust appearances ; 
to distinguish between piety and the shows of piety, 
between alms given for God's sake and alms given 
for the sake of self; to be convinced that a commu- 
nity (like an individual) may be very far from saint- 
liness, though its external observances be correct and 
large, just as an army may be utterly worthless, 
though its cheers be enthusiastic, its music beauti- 
ful, and great grandeur about its battle-flags. And 
when you have done so much, I appeal simply to 
your own consciences, whether I am not right in 
saying that much of our piety is a pretence, and that 
for much of our charity we have received our reward. 
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There are, I hope, many here whose consciences, 
when questioned, will justify them. But there are, 
I think, many here who, if they are defensible at all, 
can be defended only by the poor excuse that they 
did uQt think solemnly about their religion as did 
their fathers in the early time. 

But, my BrethrcD, the faults that I have been 
mentioning, though to my mind not only fatal, but 
fundamental, are, it may be said, rather negative 
than positive ; they argue, it may be said, rather a 
want of earnestness in pursuing good than a wish to 
pursue evil. That saying, I reply, is, at the utmost, 
only very partially true. But let us suppose that it 
is true entirely. Still, in the first place, this very 
want of earnestness in pursuing good is perhaps 
among the worst things, and certainly among the 
most dangerous things, of which a Christian can be 
guilty. That doctrine is not easy to understand. 
Still the Scriptures lay it down very clearly. And 
I)erhaps it is not quite a mystery. For instance, 
the chase after good is in itself alluring, exciting, 
strengthening. The man, therefore, who wearies in 
it, who sees the game started and does not follow, 
is obviously resisting the influences both of God and 
good. He is doing what God hates so fiercely that 
any man should do — he is burying his talent, with 
a carefulness to preserve it which is folly, with an 
unprofitableness in its possession which condemns 
him to the exterior darkness. Or, this danger of 
mere languor in doing good may arise from another 
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cause. The first law of man's life, as it is the first 
law of God's life, is to work and to work well. The 
sin, therefore, that is most fundamentally opposed 
both to God's nature and to man's nature, is the sin 
of sloth. And the sin of sloth is rather a resting 
from pursuit of good than an advance in pursuit of 
evil. Or, again, resting from or laziness in the pur- 
suit of good is, essentially, a sin against light, a 
sin without passion, a true sin of the soul falling 
back upon herself self-contented and seK-contained. 
And to sin against light, to sin without passion, to 
ignore the utter impotence of the creature save in 
leaning upon its Creator, is to be guilty of that one 
great overwhelming crime which caused the God of 
Mercy to give no second chance to even Lucifer, His 
Morning Star. 

But, my Brethren, in the second place, suppose 
me to let all this pass, as I do let it pass, for nothing. 
Suppose me to admit that the faults which I have 
charged on Irish Catholic society are only negative, 
are not very serious, are not calculated to create alarm. 
Still there is no lack whatever among us of crime, 
positive, serious, startling ; enough, at aU events, to 
make even the lightest-hearted and most hopeful of 
us, anxious for the future, and alarmed at the pre- 
sent of the Irish Church. I am aware that this is 
not a kind of address which Irishmen like to hear. 
Nor is it a kind of address to which, except from pre- 
judiced outsiders, they are much accustomed. They 
are used rather — I suspect they must wonder at it 
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from time to time — to hear themselves put up as 
miraculous models of morality for aU the world. I 
am not going to deny what I stated distinctly a while 
ago, that compared with that of other nations, the 
moral condition of Ireland is unrivalled. But it 
might easily be unrivalled without being much to 
boast of. I deny that it can be boasted of at all. It 
is vastly worse than we ourselves are wont to con- 
sider it. And it is easy to see how errors about it 
are allowed such general circulation. It is not strictly 
and scrupulously examined. The curse of Ireland 
for many years has been her imfortunate political 
position. While her religious position was similarly 
unfortunate religion thrived, and thrived because 
men's hearts were hot and earnest about it. Now 
that her religious position causes no disgust, it is to 
her political state that attention goes. And hence 
we know all about our political virtues and our po- 
litical vices, our aptitude or want of aptitude for 
offices of eminence, our capacity or want of capacity 
for home rule. All the best minds of our country 
are, naturally enough, habitually engaged in analyz- 
ing us, and criticizing us, and showing us ofif as very 
fine specimens of the political animal. The state of 
our education is carefully and exhaustingly ex- 
amined. The character of our agriculture is accu- 
rately known. There is even an annual examination 
for the purpose of discovering how we progress in art 
and manufactures and the breeding of cattle. But 
into our religious state — into the exact position which 
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the souls of Ireland hold with regard to God's Law, 
very little inquiry has been ever made. We possess 
the faith (a very lax phrase, though a very common 
one) ; we are loyal to the Holy See (and boast a 
great deal too much about that plainest of all our 
duties) ; there is nothing uncatholic, or believed by 
us to be uncatholic, for which we do not entertain a 
properly profound dislike. And when it has been 
found that we do all this, our religious state is thence- 
forth contemplated with the serenest satisfaction. 
Now, to do all this, or any part of this, is undoubt- 
edly very laudable. But all this, as I said before, 
may be done and done admirably, and yet the people 
who do it be anything but saints. Still the posses- 
sion of the faith and loyalty to the Pope, and hate of 
Protestantism ordinarily pass muster as proof of Irish 
sanctity. And then the case is closed ; no evidence 
is heard on either side, and the Devil's advocate goes 
laughing out of court, chuckling over this very Irish 
process of Ireland's canonization. He, were he 
allowed to speak, would have brought out the pro- 
priety of a different verdict. He would have shown 
good cause why " Island of Saints" is no fit name for 
modem Ireland. 

Island of Saints ! When one stands quietly for a 
little time, silent, unprejudiced, apart, and watches 
our Irish Catholic population, restricting his obser- 
vations to no one class, but examining all, rich and 
poor, young and old, learned and illiterate, citizen 
and peasant, it is not by their sanctity that he will 
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be specially struck, nor "by their sanctity that they 
will be specially characterized. Perhaps he will 
think them an Island of Politicians, sagacious di- 
viners of Government intentions, and immense be- 
lievers in meetings on the hills. Perhaps he will 
think them an Island of Dupes — tools ready for any 
clever knave that can be profuse in his promises and 
patriotic in his tongue. He may think their chief 
modem quality is their generosity, or their discon- 
tentedness, or their love of litigation, or their hatred 
of the Saxon, or the lightheartedness with which they 
meet the severest troubles. In any estimate that he 
forms he will probably be only partially right and 
partially wrong, for the average Irish conduct is of a 
nature so mixed and mutable as to be determined or 
described only with the greatest difficulty. But no 
matter what he finds to be the characteristic pursuit 
of modem Irish Catholics he will not find it to be 
tlie cultivation of sanctity. Alas, no, my Brethren ; 
in that quarter the signs of the times are not encou- 
raging. Dram-shops are growing, both in number 
and splendour, from year to year, though the total 
yearly increase in the population of the country is 
not found to be very alarming. Music-halls are more 
generously patronized, theatres more largely fre- 
quented than at any preceding time, though the mo- 
rality of these institutions was at no preceding time 
so profoundly questionable. Bad books are bought 
up with unwonted eagerness ; dangerous jomiials 
usurp the leisure which used to be occupied with the 
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Prayerbook and the Rosary. Groing to chapel has 
become a convenient sort of Sunday amusement^ and 
sermons are accepted as specimens of declamation 
that, if satisfactory, deserve applause, if unsatis£eu>- 
tory, aflford safe subjects for enlightened oratorical 
criticism. The rising Irish generation — the educated 
portion of it — has acquired a very interesting levity 
in speaking of holy things ; and (it being a noto- 
riously plain point that a priest must be made up 
not only in his own profession but in almost every 
other too) priests are gradually losing the higher 
respect, because, it is said, they are not, in know- 
ledge of politics, science, literature, art, commerce, 
horse-racing, and so on, at all up to the level of their 
time. Observers have been found to notice that 
a horrid money- griping spirit, usually considered 
foreign to the Irish nature, has of late acquired great 
power among us ; that with us, as with the Americans 
and English, the service of Mammon is preferred (as 
more profitable and more pleasant) to the service of 
God. The old Irish candour and the old Irish ge- 
nerosity are quickly disappearing, and in their stead 
a low cunr.ing and an insatiate selfishness have 
begun to reign. I say nothing of the murders, fre- 
quent and fearful, that are our national disgrace. I 
say nothing of that disgrace more damning still — 
thousands of Catholic girls public prostitutes in our 
brightest streets ! thousands of Catholic young men 
encouraging them and confirming them in their ter- 
rible trade. I have no need of going further in the 
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catalogue of our crimes. You yourselves are ac- 
quainted with them all. You know well, far better 
perhaps than I, that though we are not altogether 
" whited sepulchres," still, underneath all our appa- 
rent goodness, there is something radically wrong ; 
that, as surely as thistles do not grow on vines, our 
certain national sinfulness is incompatible with our 
supposed national sanctity. In the lives of nations, 
as in the lives of individual men, there are periods of 
progress and periods of decline, periods of glorious 
heroic energy and periods of shameful cowardly sloth. 
Ireland is in one of her saddest periods now. She 
has been in it, making progress in it for a long time. 
Adversity she fought and conquered ; prosperity she 
has not, in modem times, been able to bear. From 
the day of Emancipation to the present she has, in 
respect of every strong manly quality, and in respect 
of almost all her once especial virtues, degenerated 
very far. One might, indeed, say that she has been 
on the road back to that terrible state in which 
St. Patrick found her. We, of course, are not, as 
were our forefathers, formal worshippers of the God of 
Lust, but does not the devil of impurity find many a 
hospitable home among us ? We do not, as did our 
forefathers, make it a habit to shed our children's 
blood, but is it a very unusual thing with the fathers 
and mothers of this generation to slay and sacrifice 
their children's souls? St. Patrick conquered this 
country for God Almighty once. I am afiraid the Devil 
has a good chance of reconquering it to-day. 
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Nor, mj Brethren, can it be fairly said that, despite 
all evidence of their reasonableness, these fears need 
never be entertained, for St. Patrick's prayers will still 
go on to insure the safety of Ireland. Such a remark 
as that would be, I need scarcely say, extremely 
foolish. I would not indeed esteem it worth noticing 
at all, but that I know it to be sometimes even with 
enlightened people very well received. It is a re- 
mark, too, which in some way commends itself to the 
national character. The Irish people generally are 
far too much disposed to rely on others when they 
should help themselves. They have, very often, far too 
strong a tendency to trust their fate as made, when 
their simple duty is to stand up and make it. This 
want of self-reliance is a main cause of many of their 
failures ; and it is in itself a very serious fault. 
Friends are good whether on earth or in heaven ; 
but friends, whether in the one place or the other, 
are only harmful when their exercises of friendship 
demoralize us and make us idle. No saint's prayers, 
you may be certain, are designed to encourage sloth ; 
and, were it for that reason only, we must renounce 
our lazy dependence on our patron's intercession. But 
there are yet other and stronger reasons compelling 
the renunciation. In the first place, what St. Patrick 
prayed for was this simply, that our Failh might never 
fail ; that neither aside to heresy nor back to Paganism 
might Ireland turn till the end. But faith without works 
Lh dead. The devils believe and tremble. And that Irinh 
faith, however excellent it may be, has no exceptional 
efficacy in forming saints, is plain enough from the state 
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of Irish Catholics to-day. So that even were St. 
Patrick's prayer absolutely eflFective, that would be 
no guarantee either of our sanctity here or of our 
safety hereafter. But, in the second place, who 
knows that Grod granted what our apostle asked ? No 
living mortal of us all. Brethren, we must ever try 
to be reasonably cautious in our words and ways. 
Other nations have had apostles not less glorious than 
our own ; these apostles we may be sure asked Grod 
earnestly and often to keep their chosen churches 
evermore in the one ecclesiastical unity ; and yet 
these chui'ches, some of them after centuries of loyalty, 
have ended by publicly and utterly deserting the 
camp of God. We have no better guarantee than 
they. We may guess, as we please, that our fidelity 
in the past was exceptionally miraculous, seeing 
the wild beasts, worse than they of Ephesus, with 
which we were forced to fight. But a good deal 
might be said on the other side ; and at any rate our 
opinion will be but a guess after all. No one can 
penetrate the designs of Q^od. He has mercy on 
whom He will have mercy, and whom He will He 
hardeneth. For all we know, our own disseverance 
from the True Church may be very near. And, in 
the third place, no matter what it was that St Patrick 
asked for Ireland, no matter though his request was 
granted, still it was very probably not granted inde- 
pendently of our endeavours ; his prayer would be 
efficacious if followed up and finished by prayers of our 
own. It is not God's usual way to help a man solely 
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because of another's intercession. He generally re- 
quires some little labour on the part of the man 
himself. And so, on all hands, if we wish to keep 
even the faith in Ireland, and, far more, if we wish to 
have our island shining now as of old with sanctity, 
we are bound not to be sparing of our own endea- 
vours. God's grace, of course, is supremely neoessaiy ; 
St. Patrick's prayer is supremely valuable. But 
neither the one nor the other is likely to save us 
imless we try earnestly to save ourselves. To-day 
and for years to come the fate of Ireland is in our 
hands. 

Now, my Brethren, all this being true — our island 
being in imminent danger, her escape and safety to 
be accomplished, imder God, by us alone — what is it 
that on this present festival we are bound to do ? 
This is the day whereon we are wont to pay special 
honour to our dead apostle — our day of days over 
all the world — what kind of honour is our apostle 
wishing us to give him now ? Brethren, these ques- 
tions are not hard to answer. Our present duty is 
to save our country ; to keep its faith whole and its 
morals pure ; to show the world that, though much 
of her glory is gone from Ireland, her greatest glory 
has not left her yet. And the honour St. Patrick 
wishes us to pay him is the honour of having his 
little church still made famous among all the churches, 
the honour of seeing his prayer for Ireland mside 
specially efifective, the honour of having his chosen 
land still known in heaven as the land of saints. 
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For you see, my Brethren, this island is St. Patrick's 
own. Fifteen hundred years ago the devil was its 
possessor. St. Patrick fought for it, and won it 
fairly from the devil's hands. And what he won, he 
would keep for ever. During his own life it was 
guarded well ; no enemy was leffc living in all its 
coasts ; no devil was left holding one acre of its 
soil. But Patrick himself could not be here for 
ever;»his King called him from earthly warfare, 
to enjoy the heavenly rest and to serve before 
the heavenly throne. But even in his new abode 
the heart of our grand old bishop, the heart of 
our bright-eyed little Frenchman is with his chosen 
country still. He watches over it, prays for it per- 
petually, nay, if God permits him, comes, we may 
suspect, to comfort it and cheer it and strengthen 
it many a time. He is proud of our Irish saints and 
ashamed of our Irish sinners. Ireland's triumphs 
are his triumphs and Ireland's defeats are his defeats. 
Every Irish soul that enters heaven brings St. Patrick 
a new glory, and every Irish soul that enters hell 
robs St. Patrick of a rightful crown. And hence 
does it come to pass that the same dear voice which 
prayed /or you long ago in our Irish mountains is 
praying to you now from the heights of heaven. It 
asks you as Patrick's children to fight for Patrick's 
cause ; to do battle for your dead commander, now 
that he can battle for himself no more ; to hunt and 
harry those devils of lust and drunkenness and mur- 
der that lay waste the land ; to carry on, each in his 
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own way and in his own department, a war to the 
knife with all the hosts of sin ; to break and scatter 
those thick mists of infidelity that are being blown 
to us from all the seas; till once again the whole 
world pronounce us, as in the olden time, the Isle of 
Scholars and the Isle of Saints. That, my Brethren, 
is St. Patrick's voice. Once, our bright-eyed little 
Frenchman heard the Voices of the Irish. He heard 
and granted. Will you hear him, and yet refuse ? 
My Brethren, if you do — well, I shall say nothing 
about your black ingratitude, though ingratitude is 
supposed to be especially detestable to the Ifish soul. 
But this I shall say : if you refuse to do what St. 
Patrick asks you, then, no matter how well you look 
before the world, no matter how fine your talk about 
your love for Ireland, you are, before heaven, missing 
the one honour which glorifies an Irishman — the 
honour of serving in St. Patrick's army ; and you 
really, as the angels know, have no right whatever 
to wear the little sprig of shamrock, the badge of St. 
Patrick's soldiers, and of them only, from pole to 
pole. 
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** And I saw, when he had opened the sixth seal ; and behold 
there wa^ a great earthquake, and the sun became black as sack- 
cloth of hair, and the whole moon became as blood, and the stars 
from heaven fell upon the earth as the fig-tree casteth its green 
figs when it is shaken by a great wind : And the heaven with- 
drew as a book rolled up together, and every mountain and the 
islands were moved out of their places. And the kings of the 
earth, and the princes, and the tribunes, and the rich men, and 
the strong men, and every bondman, and every freeman, hid 
themselves in the dens and in the rocks of the mountains. And 
they say to the mountains and to the rocks, fall upon us, and 
hide us from the face of Him that sitteth upon the throne and 
from the wrath of the Lamb. For the great day of their wrath 
is come, and who shall be able to stand." — Apocalypse, vi. 1 2, 
13, 14, 15, 16, 17. 

To a thoughtful person, my Brethren, the world of 
to-day is a very strange and very bewildering sight. 
A thoughtful person has a habit of seeing things not 
partially but in their entirety — as they should be 
seen. For instance, he sees the world with that 
terribly real but terribly invisible eternity framing 
in and flinging solemn shadows upon all the picture. 
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He sees men and women with the Eternal Thought 
contemplating and the Eternal Providence modifying 
all their ways. And when such a person looks on 
men and women in that solemn fashion — not much 
of a modem fashion as it would appear — he must 
think the occupations of most of us strange occupa- 
tions for immortal heaven-destined souls. I find it 
very amusing — only somewhat saddening too — to 
watch the ways of little children. One little thing 
has her heart set upon some gew-gaw of an ornament 
which in a few years she will see in the shops des- 
pisingly, but which she now regards with envious 
eyes as the noblest of earthly possessions. Another 
little human creature has his happiness dependent on 
some contemptible plaything, so that if you try to 
make him do his little works for heaven you must 
paint it for him as a region of unlimited liberality in 
marbles, and whipping-tops, and cricket-bats, and 
hurling-balls. Absurd enough, we say, and to be 
regarded by us elders with a supreme and somewhat 
contemptuous pity. But, my Brethren, we might 
find objects of our pity very much nearer home. Our 
contempt has hardly the merit of consistency ; for, 
after all, we ourselves, we elders, are only children of 
larger growth and of longer years. " The child is 
father of the man," and manhood is only childhood 
with less innocence in its folly and less joyousness in 
its life. We, too, have our little ornaments to hanker 
after, and our little games at which to play. And it 
is just as amusing — though to some, I suspect, much 
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more saddening — to watch the men and women as to 
watch the boys and girls yearning for their ornaments 
and labouring at their games. One full-grown im- 
mortal soul plays to win ten or twelve shillings as 
weekly wages for scraping street-mud or shovelling 
coals, and is comforted by the expectancy that one 
time or other the gods or devils may send him 
enough of porter. Another immortal, also full-grown, 
plays very hard to win a fortune of some thousand 
pounds, and looks forward with great gratification to 
the time when lie may leave the counter for the easy 
chair. And yet another immortal, full-grown too, 
plays to win some foolish admiration, and is su- 
premely happy till terrible Time brings wrinkles and 
crow's-feet and inevitable grey hairs. Another im- 
mortal, also full-grown, plays for a seat among the 
legislators of the realm, and looks forward with a hot 
delight to that blessed day when his name is to head 
the poll. Another immortal, also full grown, plays 
for an imperial crown and the foimding of a dynasty, 
rejoicing with an exceeding joy in the assurance that 
his son will follow him in power and place. And 
yet another immortal, full-grown too, but this the 
noblest and grandest type, of all, plays with his own 
brains, coining out his own thought and feeling, 
glorying in the expectancy that when he himself, 
poor dreamer, is deaf and dumb and dead, his name 
will live in the memories and the mouthp of men. 
And so on, my Brethren, but far more laughably 

x2 
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than I can venture to tell you here, does this queer 
world go round. 

But, my Brethren, apart altogether from its aims 
so small and its enployments so contemptible, there 
is much else in the world — much else, too, that will 
come home to you more directly — to make one sad 
who thinks about it. I am not going to deny that 
there is also something in the world to make one 
like it, some noble souls, some good hearts, some 
kind hands, sunshine and flowers, stars that are ever 
patient, and seas that are ever strong. The earth 
indeed is not an Eden now, but some goodness of the 
old garden grows in odd comers among us still. 
The lyre that made the old music has indeed left us, 
but echo has not yet let all the old music go. Still, 
even when one has taken the cheeriest view that can 
be rightly taken of man's present condition, he will 
find it very hard to keep from weeping over all the 
sins and all the sorrows of the earth to-day. Sorrows! 
Alas, what a long agonizing wail of woe is evermore 
going up to the Almighty's ears, going up from all 
the tribes and children of men ! how many a poor 
breast, even in this one city of Dublin, carries in it, 
gnavdng it and eating it, the foxes of anguish and 
the wolves of despair ! Sin ! alas, 

Sins countless in their hideous sum, 

God- mocking in God's open sight, 
And strong to strike His knowledge dumb, — 

What were to them an apple-bite ! 
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Alas, alas, a saddening sight enough your thought- 
ful man must find the world. And hence has one 
of our greatest written about it that it is like the 
prophet's scroll, " full of mourning and lamentation 
and woe." 

And still, my Brethren, you and I live on and 
look at the world, and find it, some of us at all 
events, rather pleasant I suppose. But it is not diffi- 
cult to see why. The world of our thoughts is not 
the real world at all, is only a bit of the real world 
set up by us as if it were the whole. Men and women, 
lands and houses, ships and railways, seas and moun- 
tains, these, and such as these, make up our earth- 
picture, and these, and such as these, viewed by 
themselves, have no worth and no significance. Men 
in general have always held practically the same 
opinions that they held before the flood : the world 
is a big banquet hall for eating and drinking, a big 
temple for marrying and giving in marriage, a big 
market for buying and selling, a big gaming house 
for playing at various games, a big exhibition for 
showing-off one's self and other wares, a big bridge 
along which men lounge and loiter from dawn till 
dusk when a Hand touches them, and they disappear. 
And thus do men live : some in constant sorrow, 
some in occasional joy, but nearly all wofully mis- 
interpreting the world and its design. And they 
that are in sorrow do not care if to-day the world 
ended, and they that are in joy do not care if the 
world lasted for evermore. 
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But, my Brethren, for evermore it will not last. 
The brand of doom is upon ourselves, the seK-same 
brand is upon our earth and all within it. You 
know how now for almost the sixth-thousandth time 
our land is feeling the force of Spring, how the 
bushes get back their buds and the birds get back 
their voices, and the flowers are again looking up 
from their old fields. But a time will come when 
Spring shall be known no more, when the fields and 
the hedges and the fiowers shall die, with no hope 
whatever of resurrection. And as a man's death is 
preceded by symptoms of dissolution — ordinarily, I 
mean; there was lately an exception in Ball's-lane — 
as a man's death, I say, is preceded by symptoms of 
dissolution, so also shall the world's death be pre- 
ceded by certain signs. And as the man's death is 
followed by the man's judgment, so also shall the 
world's death be followed by the judgment of the 
world. Of that latter judgment, I am going to 
speak. But the signs that precede it are of perhaps 
as much importance as itself. I shall, therefore, 
speak of both. It is not easy to speak exhaustively, 
and at the same time to speak truthfully, of either, 
for the authentic evidence about both is very scanty. 
But I think I shall be able to give you a picture 
that will probably be truthful, and that certainly 
is a conscientious attempt to be so. The Prophet 
Daniel, the Prophet Joel, St. Paul, St. Peter, and 
our Lord Jesus Christ, are my authorities. Let me 
briefly tell you what I find them say. 
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A day will come when wise men will begin to be 
very uneasy, will begin to mutter to themselves and 
whisper with one another, wiU begin to have their 
ears intent in expectancy of a certain trumpet that 
an angel keeps. For they shall begin to see the 
signs which betoken that the world's end is near. 
They shall find that the Gospel has been preached 
in every land, and that every nation has got a fair 
chance of conversion to the Lord. They shall notice 
that the earth is getting worse, and worse ; that, in 
particular. Faith is growing shallower and smaller 
from day to day. And then they shall know, to use 
our Lord's allusion, that the world's fig-tree has be- 
gun to bloom. There shall be wars and rumours of 
wars — men slashing and ruining one another as 
though the God of Peace were dead and gone. 
Nations shall be in great distress — ^broken and bat- 
tered beneath their foes. Earthquakes shall wring 
and rend the land ; the thunders shall strike out blow 
on blow : the lightnings shall gleam out stroke on 
stroke : the seas shall rage and roar, and catch the 
ships in their horrible arms ; the poor birds, fright- 
ened and fluttering, shall sing no longer, but shall 
drop down dead from the hedges and the trees. The 
skies shall be full of signs ; the powers of the heavens 
shall be moved ; the stars shall fall or fade away ; 
the moon shall be black as night ; the sun shall be 
red and angry as murdered blood. And then, while 
men's eyes are turned up, looking in wonder to 
heaven, suddenly and smitingly a great flood of flre 
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shall hit them right on their uplifted faces, death 
shall have one great splendid holocaust, a feast of 
slaughter so to say ; all the earth shall be one vast 
furnace fire ; when the fire dies out, all the earth 
shall be but cinders and ashes only ; no life, human 
or otherwise, shall be found upon it, not a leaf or 
blade of grass ; and then, amid the silence and soli- 
tude of a dead, voiceless, dispeopled world, the arch- 
angel's trumpet shall ring out its resurrection and 
its judgment call. 

And then, my Brethren, shall that awful vision of 
the Prophet Ezekiel become reality. He, with his 
wild wonder-stricken eyes, saw the bleached bones 
come together, till, as he says, multitudes, multi- 
tudes, multitudes were in the valley of decision. 
Adam, and all his sons, Eve, and all her daughters, 
shall meet together for the first time and the last. 
The seas shall give up their dead — ^these poor sailors* 
bodies which the sharks had severed, the rocks and 
rollings had brought to pieces, shall be made whole 
and compact again. The battle-plains shall open 
their horrid mouths, shall loosen their horrid hold, 
and the limbs left on far ofiF fields shall be recovered 
by our soldiers once more. Glasnevin shall for once 
be merciful, giving eyes to the light, instead of heap- 
ing upon them its horrid darkness, giving bones 
their flesh instead of wrapping them round with 
rottenness and corruption. That poor face which was 
so lately crushed under the pitiless walls of Ball's- 
lane Brewery shall have its eaa-thly symmetry re- 
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stored, and we shall all see it, please God, as we now 
would like to see it, not as we might have seen it on 
the inquest day. And your bodies and my body, 
long since perhaps given to the rats and worms, will 
be rounded off and fashioned once more, so that we 
shall remember one another as friends and brethren 
in far-off times. And the grand brain and the 
gleaming eye and the golden hair, of which I spoke 
so slightingly on Ash- Wednesday evening, shall be 
lifted up from the dust and ashes — the brain to think, 
and the eye to shine, and the hair to wave as in 
their long-gone mortal days. For the trumpet has 
spoken — its voice has echoed through all the spaces 
of the earth, through all the halls of heaven, through 
all the caverns of hell. And this is what it says : 
" Arise, ye dead, and come to judgment" And that 
terrible summons no one can disobey. 

And the soul of that saint, whose death-bed I saw 
in the dirty lane, shall come down from heaven 
to earth once more, accompanied by her angel 
guardian ; and Death shall have her body ready. 
And what a glorious body it will be ! worthy alike 
of Death's promise and of God's ! How vastly dif- 
ferent from that poor old bandage of a thing, dirty, 
and defiled and tattered, which she left behind in 
the dirty lane. Not a wrinkle, not a flaw, not a pos- 
sibility of decay, not a possibility of pain ; straight, 
and supple and soft and strong, swifter than the 
lightning, lighter than the down on an angel's wing, 
white and rosy as sunset snow, a light, soft and 
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splendid, garmenting it around, even as the Lord's 
body was garmented, what time Peter, and James, 
and John fell down in wonder on the Mount of 
Transfiguration. And into that body does my saint's 
soul enter, no longer as into a prison-oell, but rather 
as into a glorious transparent garment, made of the 
essences of sweet rose and lily flowers, to keep the 
soul soft, and fragrant, and sensitive in the way that 
befits humanity. And the soul whispers to the body- 
that its day of triumph has at last arrived, that there 
will be no separation any more, that its eyes will 
soon see what will leave wonder in them for all eter- 
nity, that its ears will soon hear what will leave them 
fixed still in rapture for evermore! And Death, my 
saint's old friend, whispers to her that as he con- 
gratulated her once before so is she to congratulate 
him now, " for," he says, " dear, my days, as de- 
stroyer, are done, and henceforward all the huma- 
nity of heaven shall love me as Death the Liberator, 
kindliest angel of them all, gentlest-handed, tender- 
est-hearted, and therefore appointed by the tender 
God to loosen the old bandages from about His 
saintly souls." And my saint's angel guardian is 
with her now — he has been with her soul in heaven 
ever since that memorable day in the dirty lane, and 
he just now presses her tender hand, just once kisses 
her splendid brow, his heart is too full for speech, 
and then both speed away to the appointed valley. 
And arrived at the valley's entrance she sees a great 
bright throne erected at its further end. Twelve 
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others she also sees, smaller in size, less in splendour, 
six to one side, six to the other of the central throne ; 
and on each of these is written, in golden letters, an 
Apostle's name. And, stretching downward from 
the thrones on each side of the valley np along the 
hill slopes that make it, she sees multitudinous lines 
of benches ranged. And she notices that over all 
the right hand benches there is a lustre of light, 
coming, not from sun or star or lamp, but from the 
glorious bodies that are sitting there, while to the 
left there is a great ghastly gloom^ with fierce fiery 
eyes, and fierce fiery wings flashing through and 
making it still more ghastly from time to time. 
And then her angel brings her to the right hand 
side (ah, God, how does she stand the honour ! ) and 
gives her her proper place. And she sees that she is 
among her friends. A grand old bishop, who is 
also a little bright-eyed Frenchman, takes her by the 
hand, welcomes her with a kindly voice, says that he 
is the dear old St. Patrick to whom she so often 
prayed, and whose soul had known hers in heaven so 
long; **and here," he says, pointing to the three 
that are advancing, " here," he says, " are Brigid, 
and Kevin, and Columkill, come to congratulate 
your body on its escape from the dirty lane." And 
then her angel leaves her with her friends, for he has 
got to go back to heaven to take part in that grand 
procession for which, Jesus being its crown and 
glory, my saint and St. Patrick are already search- 
ing in the skies. 
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And meanwhile, another acquaintance of ours has 
been obeying the trumpet-call. He died, you may 
remember, with his eyes staring at a well worked 
ceiling, and at some other things too very far beyond 
it. His soul, you may remember, had no sooner 
been wrenched from its prison of a body by the 
angry arm of the Warder, Death, than God's hot 
hand hit it into hell and Grod's fierce eye himted it 
with His hatred even there. But his body, like 
other bodies, had long since slipped into dust and 
nothingness. Now, after the trumpet-call, it is 
builded up again. The hands of a Devil build it. 
He makes it very strong, for he knows what it will 
have to stand for all eternity. He makes it a little 
flabby, for he is of a humorous turn and rather enjoys 
the idea of its feeding of itself the flame that eats 
it. He makes it very ugly, for he wants to be able 
to laugh at it for ever, and besides, being of an 
artistic turn, he thinks that the casket should suit 
the gem, and that a hideous body is the fit raiment for 
a hideous soul. And then he mockingly invites it 
to come on its first pilgrimage to the Holy Land ; 
to that valley outside Jerusalem where all the world 
will see its beauty : " come," says the bitter Devil, 
" come and see that other body with the five wounds- 
which a certain man called Jesus Christ wore and 
was careless about very long ago." And the poor 
sinner, pained one would think enough already, asks 
for pity's sake to be spared that sight ; offers to go at 
once body and soul cheerfully to hell ; maddened by 
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the Devil's mockery, curses and blasphemes, and 
roars out that Jesus Christ it will not see, to Jehosa- 
phat it will not go. But the Devil only laughs and 
mocks the more. For go the sinner must. And so 
he is swept along. And as he goes, his poor feet 
sinking in the hot ashes, striking against the still hot 
coals, he begins to feel in his body what he has long 
been feeling in his soul — the pain that comes of burn- 
ing when God it is that makes the fire. And at last 
the valley is reached. And he too sees the great 
central throne and the twelve smaller thrones, and 
the benches on either side ranged down along the 
valley slopes. But into the left benches, amid the 
laughter of a thousand devils, has he to go. And, 
once there, his howl joins the other howls, his curse 
joins the other curses, he bites, and tears, and snarls, 
and grins as do the other dogs around him, while his 
grey-haired wife and his golden-haired daughter are 
smiling and splendid on the other side. And he 
gnashes his teeth and lowers his eyes before all their 
happiness, to him so killing. But, do what he will, 
he must raise his eyes. Do what he will he must 
look where St. Patrick and all the saints are looking. 
Do what he will he must witness the triumph of the 
Man that once stood a prisoner at Pilate's Bar. 

And hark ! from far off comes a mighty music, heard 
faintly at first, as when an organ begins to whisper, 
growing louder and louder, stronger and stronger 
every second, till at, last it swells up into the 
ftdl, thunderous, world-shaking grandeur of a God's 
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triumphal march. And see ! out there where my 
Baint is looking, out there whence the music comes, 
the Heavens are all abloom with rosy clouds ; for, a 
great fiery cross has now appeared, and, as it moves, 
it kindles all round its path one large expanse of unut- 
terable glory. And now rarJf after rank innumerable 
the angels come. But angels ! who cares about them 
now, when yonder advance the Judge and the 
Chosen Twelve. And the Judge takes His central 
throne, and the Twelve take each his appointed 
throne, and the judgment sits, and the books are 
opened. And all my good deeds, few as the leaves 
in winter, and all my bad deeds, many as the buds 
in spring, are common property now — the whole 
world knows them all. And so of you, and so of all 
the world. Each man's biography, complete, ex- 
haustive, written there in letters of flame ; both he 
himself and every one else forced to read it; each man 
known to his neighbours, really and thoroughly, for the 
first time. And now, amid the agony of stillness that 
holds all the valley, while the Twelve Tribes of Israel 
are being judged, St. Patrick, calm and confident, has 
time to note the Judge's appearance — to look a little 
round about him, and to muse a little upon the won- 
derful changes in the fortunes of all. 

And first, here on the great central throne, St. 
Patrick sees the Man sitting who once stood at Pilate's 
Bar. St. Patrick knows Him, but yet he can hardly 
credit his eyes and mind. The same Man, but how 
vastly different ! No thorns on his brow to-day ; but, 
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where a thorn crown once pressed Him, an aureole of 
glory, each spike-mark darting a double ray, soft and 
tender towards the right, fierce and fiery towards the 
left. And then His face ! Who would think that 
those hard stony eyes, that fierce, fixed mouth, that 
iron, impassive cheek, belonged to Him who wept 
over Jerusalem, who went as a lamb meek to the 
slaughter, who even in His own great agony had 
tender pity for the repentant thief ! The wounds of 
hands and feet and side are there, but it is with them 
as with the wounded brow — ^terrible tortures are they 
to the left side, sweet comforters to the right, but to 
the Man who bears them, simply so many starry 
ornaments of glory. And St. Patrick muses and 
muses, and he murmurs to himself, " I wonder how 
Pilate looks to-day." But his musing is cut short. 
The silence is broken, and the Judge it is that 
breaks it. 

And, Brethren dear, the words He uses are very 
few. Turning to the left. He says with a voice hard 
as the voice of hell-bolts drawn across hell-doors — 
He says, " Depart from me, ye cursed, into everlasting 
flames." Tmning to the right. He says with a voice 
as tender and as musical as that voice of many waters 
that blessed St. John — He says, " Come, ye blessed 
of my Father, possess the kingdom prepared for you." 
And then of a sudden all is over. The valley is people- 
less. The curtain has fallen upon the sad tragedy, the 
foolish farce, of earthly humanity. There is an end to 



all the little human games. The destinies of men, 
80 small and strange and mutable before, have, of a 
sudden, become vast, and clear, and changeless ; for, 
in all this universe the human family is divided into 
two great sections, and one section is unchangeably 
happy, and the other section is unchangeably miser- 
able behind hell's gates, within hell's fires for ever. 



VII. 



GENERAL JUDGMENT, 



** Vanity of vanities, saith the preacher : all is vanity.'* — 

ECCLESIASTES, i. 2. 

Last Wednesday evening, my Brethren, I gave you 
a vision of the Valley of Judgment, and of the signs 
to precede our assembling there. I tried to keep as 
much as possible to the exact points of description 
put down by the writers of Holy Writ, letting my 
own fancy work only where these writers had omitted 
a colour, or had but faintly described a line. And 
even so, rude and sketchy and inelaborate, the pic- 
ture was very terrible. The wars and rumours of 
wars ; the nations broken and battered and in dire 
distress ; the land shuddering and quaking firom very 
fear ; the seas raging and roaring and crushing the 
poor ships in their horrid arms; the stars falling 
or fading away ; the moon as black as her native 
night ; the sun red and threatening as murdered 
blood ; men's eyes turned up in speechless, wondering, 
awful horror to the heavens ; the great flame-flood 
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rushing out from the skies and hitting them right 
on the uplifted faces ; all the earth one lake of fire — no 
life nor trace of life visible upon it anywhere ; when 
the fire cools, all the earth ashes and cinders only — 
and then, amid the silence and solitude of a . dead, 
voiceless, dispeopled world, the Archangel's trumpet 
ringing out its Eesurrection and its Judgment-call ! 
And then, my Brethren, after the trumpet-call, the 
sudden uprising of all the dead ; the hurry to the 
Valley of Decision ; the Judge's throne ; the multi- 
tudinous benches ranged on the hill-side valley 
slopes ; the right-hand benches, with their lustre of 
light ; the left-hand benches, with their ghastly dark- 
ness, like as in the nighttime of foundry countries, 
made still more ghastly by the fierce spots of fire ; 
the eyes of all turned towards the eastern heavens ; ^ 
soimds of music caught up thence, faint at first and 
far away, but growing gradually fuller and fuller, 
nearer and nearer, till at last they swell out into the 
full grandeur of a God's triumphal march ; the fiery 
cross, the angels marshalled rank on rank, the Judge 
and the chosen Twelve, the Judge's taking of the 
throne. His look and bearing, the book of judgment 
with its flaming page, the judgment of the Twelve 
Tribes, the sudden silence following, the Judge's 
sentence upon all the race, the opening of heaven 
above, the opening of hell below ; the good ascend- 
ing to their everlasting happiness ; the bad looking 
up after them, getting one glimpse of glory through 
heaven's opened doors, and then hurled by devils' 
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hands instantaneously into hell ; the curtain fallen 
upon this sad tragedy — this wretched farce of earthly 
life, the little games of men, porter-drinking, money- 
grubbing, face-ornamenting, dress-devising, parKa- 
menteering, throne-possessing, verse-making and 
philosophising, all played out and done with for 
evermore ! 

That, my Brethren, is a terrible picture. In so 
far as I have been able to read the Scripture, it is 
terribly true. And I think it well worth the study 
of every man. It will, I apprehend, repay such study 
in many ways. It will, for instance, be a useful com- 
mentary upon the nature of sm. It will be a first- 
rate bill of limitations to that splendid but rather 
loose talk we sometimes hear about God's mercy 
and Mildness, and so on. It throws a great light upon 
earthly wisdom, as exhibited in social distinctions 
and social ways. It will bring out admirably the 
mulish absurdity of men, for, though the signs of 
the Last Judgment are terrible in the extreme, yet 
it is as plain from Scripture as any fact can be, that 
men will not mind the signs, and will begin to 
realize that God is in earnest, only when the fire has 
smitten them through eyes and brain. The General 
Judgment suggests these and many other deep con- 
siderations. But I do not propose to-night to take up 
any one of these in particular. Least of all do I pro- 
pose to terrify you in any way. Terror is a good 
agent in its proper place, but there are people here 
whom I would not insult by its application. I shall 

y2 
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make use of the General Judgment in another and 
quieter way — a way, too, more suited to flie purpose 
of this Lenten Sermon. I'll tell you how. 

During my eariy student-life, ended not long 
ago, there was another student of about my owii age 
whom I loved very dearly. He sickened, died. The 
rules of our College did not permit of me seeing him 
die. But when he was dead I was allowed to Bee 
his corpse. There were many people in the room, 
his home Mends, priests of the College, students of 
his diocese. "When they saw me enter, they instino* 
tively made way for me at the bedside, for they 
knew how much the dead man and I had loved each 
other. I, as is the custom in such cases, knelt down 
to pray. I suppose the people present thought I was 
praying. But, do what I would, my mind would not 
rise to prayer. It went on despite me to muse and 
muse. So I stood up by the bedside and let the 
musing have its way. Here now, I said, is my 
Mend's life ended and his history complete; the 
characters that he impressed on the page of time are 
there; but the blank sheet follows on and no letters 
shall he impress on it again for ever. Come now, I 
said, was this man's life worth the living P what is 
this man's history? what is its real value? If I 
look to facts visible it is worth nothing ; were I to 
ask any of your modem men of letters to write his 
biography I should be sure of being greeted I y the 
intellectual stare. He was a very humble student, 
kind-hearted and truthful, faithful and steady, but 
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of only moderate capacity, a mere ordinary man, with 
no fierce force, no divine fire of genius in him from 
top to toe. But facts invisible ! Ah, I said, I wish 
I could read his biography as it is written in the 
Seven-sealed Book ! I wish I could see the flaming 
page that will speak about him on the Judgment 
Day ! Brethren, you see my movement. We are 
going to stand over the corpse of a dead voiceless 
world — silence there and solitude for thought such 
as you will find with difficulty in the city streets — 
and we are going to cast up the world's history as 
that history will be read when we have all been 
obedient to the trumpet call. And thence I think 
we shaU carry away these very serious inferences, 
that man is a far grander being than men generally 
suppose, that we are losing ourselves, wasting our- 
selves, at our little games ; that I was about right 
when I spoke of them all contemptuously, and that I 
was right again when I said once before that the 
world at present is very much like one vast lunatic 
asylum, and the sooner G-od makes an end of it the 
better for the name and fame of our lost humanity. 

In the beginning, I say standing over the world's 
ashes, in the beginning God created a host of Angels. 
Even as so created they possessed the most splendid 
gifts. But God ofiOTed them a gift more splendid 
still. He ofiered them His own self: His own 
Heaven : His own company for ever. But on one 
condition. They should prove their worthiness by 
one little act of obedience to His Will. Most obeyed, 
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but large numbers, led along by Lucifer their best 
and brightest, refused submission. The former were 
at once taken to their Father's bosom; the latter 
without one minute for repentance were at onoe flung 
from the battlements of Heaven, without pity or 
mercy of any kind were hurled at once like lightning 
into hell. Jesus Christ says that He saw them fall. 
Heaven was now one- third empty where it should 
be wholly full. God, of course, could, if he chose, 
have created other and better angels to fill the va- 
cancies, but He elected otherwise. Pure spirit had 
failed : He determined to try the softness of flesh 
and blood. He made man ; and with him He did 
as with the angels : gave him glorious gifts, unfading 
youth, unwithering beauty, a home of all plenty and 
all delight ; best of all, promised that if he were 
obedient in one little way, all these gifts would be 
the permanent inheritance of his race, and he and 
they should in due time fill up the seats which, the 
pride of Lucifer had rendered empty. And all this 
God did for one reason principally. This: Satan 
and He were at open war. In the first encoimter, 
Satan was beaten. But Satan would not submit. He 
would fight it out, he said, to the bitter end. 
Whereunto this was God's reply, that Satan would 
be beaten again, and beaten this time, not by the 
matcRless valour of St. Michael, but by a new crea- 
ture called man, half an angel and half a beajst. 
And now Satan's pride came to prick on Satan's 
malice, and he made up his mind that in his fight 
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with man there should be no quarter and no repose. 
He attacked Adam. He beat Adam, as we all know. 
Man was at once wounded almost unto death. His 
flesh acquired a power to confuse his intelligence 
and to lame his will. Even the earth was stricken 
to the core, its flowers all withering, its trees, like 
man himself, doomed to decay and fall. Satan's 
triumph was apparently complete. He had beaten 
the pick of men ; and God had apparently made up 
His mind to settle with the fallen man as He settled 
with the fallen angels. All seemed lost : angels, men, 
the empty seats of heaven, the baffled plans of God, 
when a Hope suddenly shot through the darkness. 
God's own Son offered to become a man, and to 
become man's substitute and mediator. His offer 
was accepted. And so the Son of God became a 
dweller among His new brothers of human kind. 
Men were not beaten yet. There was yet a Son of 
Adam, Jesus Christ by name, whom the devil would 
find it somewhat difficult to overthrow. 

Now, the home which Jesus Christ had left was a 
very glorious home. The home He came to was not 
by any means glorious. It wasn't a pleasant thing 
to be bom in a stable, to be hunted about from 
Palestine to Egypt and from Egypt Back to Pales- 
tine ; to bear the poverty as well as the shame of 
Nazareth ; to struggle to support Himself, His mo- 
ther, and His poor worn-out foster-father, by sawing 
wood and making boxes for country people. Every- 
thing was His own, and He was possessor of notKing. 
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He might have come among ub as a King and con- 
queror, but He preferred to oome as a poor lowly 
tradesman whom no one feared, and who was de- 
pendent on all. His motive is very clear. He 
wanted to show the imiverse that men, His brothers, 
were not quite so bad as they had been painted ; 
that with all their faults they were kindly-handed and 
tender-hearted; and, therefore, would He trust Him- 
self to their love and honour, lonely and friendless, 
and far away from His Father's home. And besides, 
said He, I have oome down to conquer Satan. And 
to vex his spite I wiU beat him, not in that perfect 
imsuflfering humanity of Adam, but in the weakly 
diseased himieuiity that was the consequence of the 
fall. I wiU show the devil what a man can do. » 

Well, my Brethren, we know what Jesus Christ 
got by trusting Himself to men. Our race has many 
a thing to answer for — the sinners of Sodom were our 
flesh and blood — ^but over and above all is it branded 
everlastingly with that terrible murder which was at 
the same time a homicide, a fratricide, and a deicide 
all together. No wonder that the sun darkened, and 
the earth shuddered, and the dead arose. No wonder 
that on that first Good Friday there was holiday in 
hell, wild cheering through all its halls, wild triumph 
on that fierce face of Satan ; for now did it really 
seem as if God were hopelessly beaten, all His plans 
ruined, and that last creature of His — the half brute 
— cursed and doomed to eternal woe ! 

Still, my Brethren, the cleverest people make mis- 
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takes when they introduce God into their calculations. 
Satan and his friends had begun their laugh too 
soon. This very God-murder, which Satanexpected to 
doom the race, was just the one thing that was going 
to save it. To do even this thing, Jesus Christ had 
come. By any act at all He might have worked our 
redemption ; but by this act of dying for us He pro- 
posed to do a great deal more. He taught by it a 
doctrine known previously, but known only by a few, 
that the way to beat Satan was by self-sacrifice and 
self-denial. That doctrine, as every one knows, is the 
very key-note of Christianity. Christ taught it a 
thousand times in word — think of the eight beati- 
tudes, and of that command to take up the cross and 
follow Jesus ; taught it by all His bitter life from 
Bethlehem to Calvary ; taught it with a true God- 
like grandeur by His supreme self-sacrifice on the 
hideous hill. That was the way in which He beat 
Satan ; that was the way in which men were to beat 
him. A man was to conquer Satan by conquering 
himself. A man's history was to be grand or mean 
according as it had great self-sacrifice or small. The 
world s history was to be great or little in the same 
way. It did not matter what wealth a man had, 
what beauty a woman owned, what learning was ga- 
thered, what discipline and development were added 
on to genius, just as it did not matter what boxes 
and benches and chairs Jesus Christ the carpenter 
had made. Jesus Christ the carpenter was the model 
hero of humanity, the model champion in the war 
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with Satan, God's knight, fearless and without re- 
proach, not as a ohairmaker, but exactly because He 
fought Satan by sacrificing Himsell It is the world's 
business to fight Satan too ; and it is the world's 
business to fight him as Jesus Christ has fought 
him. 

Now, my Brethren, Jesus Christ knew that this 
self-denial is just the hardest thing for man. Any act 
of self-denial requires an eflfort ; a life of self-denial is 
a life of efforts, some of them so stupendous as to put 
the actor in the first rank of heroes. Jesus knew 
that there would be a perpetual tendency in men to 
relax these efforts, to grow softer and softer, less and 
less energetic, therefore less and less strenuous in the 
war with Satan. And knowing this, and knowing 
that example is far better than precept. He raised up 
men to perpetuate His own heroism in every age ; 
men who would show the Christian carpet knights 
what a man can do ; men who would not be too dainty 
for bruise, and blood, and scar, and slashing ; men 
who would prove to the devils that the war was not 
yet over, that there were fighters in the world still ; 
and that come what might one or two would stand 
fast by the old standard unflinchingly till the end. 
And these men did Jesus Christ set up, visible to all 
the world, as models for the imitation of all. 

And so here we are, my Brethren, standing over 
the world's ashes — " pray you hold that figure fast" — 
casting up the world's history, and finding that that 
history is great or little in proportion as it has or*has 
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not beeu characterized by seK-denial.- And when that 
touchstone is applied what ruin is made of that which 
goesdownin books asthehistory of men ! what ahavoo 
upon the glory of your kings, and conquerors, and phi- 
losophers and poets ! what wild destruction amongthese 
' grand ideas of progress and civilization and literature 
and art,with which your histories are fiill ! Intheflaming 
book of the Valley of Jehosaphat you will find small 
notice taken of the golden age, or the silver age, or 
the iron age, be it of England or of Rome ; you will 
notice a very remarkable absence of mention of the 
steam engine and the electric telegraph, of the gene- 
ralship ofVonMoltke or the statesmanship of Von 
Bismarck ; not a word about these famous achieve- 
ments of science which make us sometimes wonder 
whether the days of the great magicians have not re- 
turned once more. Brethren dear, these are all but 
our little games. They are not our work at all. But 
put them out of the world's records, simply examine 
how much of its real work the world has done, and 
alas, alas, how all the big volumes of its history shrivel 
up or melt away ! Let us briefly try. 

Adam and Eve were not very remarkable speci- 
mens of seK-denial. It was not a very high order of 
the female mind which could not keep from apple- 
eating, nor a very high order of the male mind which 
preferred a woman's whim to the will of God. And 
the example set by the first pair was followed with 
interest by their progeny. The sons of God went 
into the daughters of men. All flesh corrupted its 
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way. Not a speck of self-denial over all the world 
except in one little family of eight souls, till at leng^ 
God saw His mistake, repented of making man, and 
then (ah, the grand anger of God !) then the flood- 
gates of heaven opened, and the fierce revengeful 
rain (saving Noe and his family) made a quick end 
and consummation of all ! 

But God's anger soon melted away. Be it ever so 
hard and ever so icy, it could not stand long against 
the boundless sunshine of the Divine love. And so the 
rainbow got its new destiny — was chosen as a sign 
of reconciliation ; the earth was again blessed by the 
Divine Hand ; and man was told once more to go 
on in happiness and hope. But all to no use. Onoe 
more God's patience is exhausted. And then comes 
down that fire-and-brimstone shower on the unhappy 
heads of Sodom and Gomorrah. And then God is 
tired of men in general, and appears content if he 
can make some hand even of a single people. He 
chooses one. He loads it with blessings temporal and 
spiritual. He gives it a land flowing with milk and 
honey. He sends it brave leaders, upright judges, the 
wisest of kings. He gives it a law, a priesthood, sacri- 
fices, prophets, the fire- tongue of Isaias, the eloquence 
of Jeremias, deep and mournful and musical as the 
sea. Again no use. Insomuch that when the light of 
Jesus came out to illume the world, all the earth, 
except one little comer called Judea, was worshipping 
devils^ and in Judea itself God's worship was so much 
of a sham that He has at last to cry out, as if He 
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were really perplexed and could not understand His 
situation, " if I be a Father where is my honour, and 
if I be a Master where is my fear !" Verily must it 
be said that for so far Satan has had the fight all his 
own way, and that the world's real history, leaving 
out its little games, has been very small, and very 
shabby, and very contemptible, and very mean. 

But all this, I admit, as I admitted already, oc- 
curred before the Gospel of self-sacrifice and self- 
denial was grandly preached and grandly illustrated 
by Jesus, and the twelve, and the countless martyrs 
of the first Christian years. Men before this time 
did not really know how Satan was to be overthrown. 
"Well, then, granted. But after these P What has 
been the history of Christianity since P Has it been 
a history in which the little games figure small, and 
the real work of fighting Satan figures large P Take, 
for instance, that 19th century in which I lived (pray 
you remember I am standing by the corpse of a dead 
world), take that century, for instance, which I tried 
in my time to study, and tried very earnestly to 
know, and what was its character for noble self- 
sacrifice and heroic self-denial P Alas ! alas ! it was 
very much taken up with the little games. Deny 
itseK ! why, it was all for self-amusement — very 
pleasant if you like, but shallow and slight and 
restless as a bird. The flower of its yoimg men 
were empty-headed dawdlers about the city streets ; 
the flower of its yoimg women, though with power 
and influence that could save the race, were them- 
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selves perpetual slaves, not to God, but to that devil 
who, according to St. Chrysostom, presided over 
fashion long ago. Verily, no member of that nine- 
teenth century ever was stupid enough to call it noble or 
self-sacrificing, or heroic, or self-denying in any way. 
They claimed for it considerable success in playing 
the little games. There were some good strokes of 
speculation ; a few good strokes of policy ; one or 
two really first-rate wars ; and an occasional burst of 
what they called patriotism in those far-oflf times. 
But Satan beaten ! he never was more secure. 

And after that 19th century went on playing its 
little games, never troubling its poor light head 
about the work which was its real business; and 
after itself and its head had been gathered into the 
dust-box of departed years, I know how the world 
went on. The Scripture told me. From bad to 
worse ; from shallow faith to no faith at all ; from 
great absurdity to downright, all-dominating mad- 
ness. The little games became more and more popu- 
lar ; the fighters for God became fewer and fewer; the 
echoes of grander days became fainter and £Eimter ; 
the power to read Qx)d's writing and to see God's 
finger less and less ; till at last, though the earth 
trembled and the powers of the heavens were moved, 
men went on as at the flood, eating and drinking, 
marrying and giving in marriage ; and again, as at 
the flood, the heavens opened, and suddenly and 
smitingly that dreadful shower fell, but this time of 
fire, which has made the earth what it ought to have 



General Judgment, 335 

been long ago, nothing more than one stupendous 
grave ! 

So here, my Brethren, is the way in which I make 
use of the Greneral Judgment to-night. I might use 
it in other and perhaps more profitable ways. But 
my present manner of using it pleases me best, be- 
cause it is most expeditious, and, as I think, most 
suggestive. And my present manner of using it is 
this : to let the judgment-fire bum all the dross and 
all the nonsense out of the world's history ; to let it 
leave nothing but the gold and the sense behind ; to 
look at the world in the light of the judgment-flames ; 
to read its story in the seven-sealed book ; and in 
that way to get a correct notion of the world — a cor- 
rect notion of my own self, and a correct notion of 
our little games. Alas ! face-ornamenting, money- 
grubbing, and the rest, how will they look on the 
Judgment Day ! 

And, my Brethren, I think it has been made mani- 
fest that the mystery of man's life here sums itseK up 
in one little phrase — he is here to carry on the war 
waged by Michael against Lucifer long ago. That is 
the world's business, its only business, everything 
else being permissible to the world only in so far as it 
conduces to do and to perfect that. Beauty is good 
if it makes one hate the ugliness of devils ; wealth is 
good if it be employed against the resources of hell ; 
learning is good if it be used to show up and baffle the 
devil's strategy ; genius is good if it bring the fierce 
intelligence to plan, and the fierce will to execute, and 
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this fierce heart to dare what will lead eventually to 
Satan's overthrow. All these are good — our Church 
has never denied it, will never deny it, w0 may be 
sure—but they are good only with the aforesaid 
limitations. The one good absolute is to beat Satan, 
by beating one's self. And judging it by that 
standard it is, that I pronoimce the world firom first 
to last a failure ; its history from first to last meagre, 
and commonplace, and contemptible, and mean. 

And, my Brethren, the mode I have followed for 
the world in general, is a mode which each one of 
you can follow for himself. Nothing easier. See 
yourselves with the dross burned out of you by the 
judgment fire, with your history written in the seven- 
sealed book. The only thing in your favour there is 
the seK-sacrifice, the self-conquest, the self-denial, 
your victories over Satan, your victories over your- 
selves. And, Brethren dear, when I see that fierce 
flame coming up and burning the dross fi*om out you, 
I see very little gold remaining ; when I read your 
history in the flaming page opened in the valley, it 
does not look to me exceedingly heroic; when I 
strike a balance between your seK-love and your self- 
denial, the seK-denial sheet looks very short, and the 
seK-love sheet very long. And so, Brethren dear, 
I have to pronoimce (but I judge myself in judging 
you) that your life for the most part is like the 
world's life, from first to last a failure. It is far too 
full of the little games. 

But, Brethren dear, it was not for that inference. 
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nor for anything at all so saddening, that I took this 
evening's way of using the General Judgment. This 
evening I do not want either to sadden you or to 
sadden myself. I want rather to glorify us both ; 
to lift you up, to lift myself up, to the grand height 
from which we have voluntarily come down ; to make 
you feel, even as I feel myself, standing now by the 
world's corpse, flushed and hot by the judgment-fire ; 
to make you feel, I say, what a grand thing it is to 
be a man. Ye women here ! — ^to make amends for 
Eve, to rival Mary, to beat the old serpent who ruined 
your first mother, to trample hi^ villain's head as did 
your second mother, that is your destiny ! Put your 
face-ornamenting and your dress-devising by the side 
of that ! Ye men here ! — to make amends for Adam, 
to rival Jesus, to spill your blood in atonement for 
your father's shame, in rivalry of your brother's 
glory — ^thatisyourdestiny! Put your porter-drinking, 
and your money-grubbing, and your parliamenteer- 
ing, and your philosophising, by the side of that ! 
Another time I may give you other advice ; but just 
now I give you this. Here it is. Sisters of mine, whom 
God has made so soft and tender ; brothers of mine, 
whom God has made so strong and noble ; look at 
your little games, and look at your grand destiny ; 
look at your self-made smallness, and look at your 
God-made grandeur, and look at them all in the Ught 
of the Judgment Day ! 
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An SN0LI8H-0BEXX LEXICON, containing all the Greek Wordf 
uied by Writers of good authority. By 0. D. Toves, BJL New Bdi- 

tion. 4to.21«. 

Mr. TONGE'8 NEW LEXICON, XngUih and Greek, abridged from 
his larger work (as above), fievised Edition. Square ISmo. St. td, 

A GEEXX-ENGLISH LEXICON. Compiled by H. Q. Ltodxll, DJ). 
Dean of Christ Church, and B. Scott, DJ). Dean of Boohester. Bbcth 
Edition. Crown 4to. price 3e«. 

A Lezieon, Greek and English, abridged from Liddbix and Soott's 
Oreek-EnalUh Lexicon, Twelfth Edition. Square 12mo. 7«. 6d. 

A SANSEEIT-ENGLISH DICTIONABT, the Sanskrit words printed 
both in the original Devanagari and in Soman Letters. Compiled by 
T. BEirvBT, Prof; in the Univ. of GOttingen. 8vo. 62«. 6d. 

WALEEB'S FEONOTTNCING DICTIONABT of the ENGLISH LAN- 
GUAGE. Thoroughly revised Editions, by B.H.SMAST. 8vo.l8«. iemo.6f. 

A PBACnCAL DICTIONABT of the FBENCH and ENGLISH LAN- 
GUAGES. By L. CoiTTAirsBAU. Fourteenth Edition. Post Svo. 10s. 6d. 

Contaniean'i Pocket Dictionary, French and English, abridged from 
the above by the Author. New Edition, revised. Square 18mo. 8t. 6<i. 

NEW PBACTICAL DICTIONABT of the GEBXAN LAHOVAOE; 
German-English and English-German. By the Bev. W. L. Blacklbt, M.A. 
and Dr. Casl Mabtiit Fsiedlakdeb. Fost 8vo. Is, 6d. 

The HASTEBT of LANGUAGES ; or, the Art of Speaking Foreign 
Tongpies Idiomatically. By Thomas Pbbndssgast, late of the Civil 
Service at Madras. Second Edition. 8to. C«. 



Miscellaneous Works and Popular Metaphysics. 

The ESSATS and CONTBIBUTIONS of A. K. H. B., Anther of < The 

Becreatious of a Country Parson.' Uniform Editions x— 

Becreations of a Country Parson. By A. K. H. B. Fibst and Sboovd 
Sebies, crown 8vo. S«. 6d. each. 

The COMMON-PLACE PHILOSOPHEB in TOWN and COUNTBY. Bj 

A. K. H. B. Crown 8vo. price 8«. 6d. 

Leitnre Hours in Town; Essays Consolatory, JEsthetical, Moral, 
Social, and Domestic. By A. K. H. B. Crown 8vo. Zs, M, 

The Autumn Holidays of a Country Parson; Essays contributed 
to Fraser^a Magazine and to Oood Words, By A. K.H. B. C^wn 8T0.8t. 6d. 

The Graver Thoughts of a Country Parson. By A. E. H. B. First 

and Second Sebies, crown 8vo. Zs, id, each. 

Critical Essays of a Country Parson, selected from Essays con^ 
iTihvLi&ditoFrasef's Magazine, ByA.E.H. B. Crown 8vo. 8«. 6ci. 

Sunday Afternoons at the Parish Church of a Scottish Univertity 

City. ByA. K. H.B. Crown 8vo. 3«. 6rf. 
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LESSONS of MIDDLE AGE ; with some Accoant of yarions Cities and 
Men. B7A.K.H. B. Grown 8vo. 3«. 6c{. 

Gonniel and Comfort spoken from a City Pulpit. By A. K. H. B. 
Crown 8vo. price Ss, Qd, 

Changed Aspects of Unchanged Tmths ; Memorials of St. Andrews 
Sundays. ByA.K.H.B. Crown 8vo. 8«. 6c{. 

Present-day Thoughts ; Memorials of St. Andrews Smidays. By 
A. K. H. B. Crown Svo. Ss, ed, 

SHORT STUDIES on GREAT SUBJECTS. By Jambs Anthony 
Fboijde. M. a. lato Fellow of Exeter Coll. Oxford. Third Edition. 8to. 12«. 
Second Sebies. 870. price 12^. 

LORD MACAULATS MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS:— 

Libbaby Edition. 2 vols. Svo. Portrait, 21«. 
Pboplb*8 Edition, l voL crown 8vo. 4s, 6d, 

LORD MACAULATS MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS and SPEECHES. 

Student's Edition, in crown 8vo, price 6*. 

The REV. SYDNET SMITH'S MISCELLANEOUS WORKS ; includ- 
ing his Contributions to the Edinburgh Beview, Crown 8vo. Qs, 

The Wit and Wisdom of the Rev. Sydney Smith; a Selection of 
the most memorable Passages in his Writings and Conversation. 16mo. 8#. 6d. 

The ECLIPSE of FAITH ; or, a Visit to a Beligions Sceptic. By 
HenbyRooebs. Twelfth Edition. Pep. 6«. 

Defence of the Eclipse of Faith, by its Author ; a rejoinder to Dr. 
Newman's i^/y. Third Edition. Pcp.3«.6c2. 

Selections from the Correspondence of R. E. H. Greyson. By the 

same Author. Third Edition. Crown Svo. 7«. 6c2. 

FAMILIES of SPEECH, Four Lectures delivered at the Royal 
Institution of Great Britain. By the Bev. F. W. Fabbab, M.A. F.R.S. 
Head Master of Marlborough College. Post 8vo. with Two Maps, 58, 6d. 

CHIPS from a GERMAN WORKSHOP ; being Essays on the Science 
of Religion, and on Mythology, Traditions, and Customs. By F. Max 
MttLLEB. MA.. &o. Foreign Member of the French Institute. 8 vols. 8vo.£S. 

UEBERWEG'S STSTEM of LOGIC and HISTORT of LOGICAL 
DOCTRINES. Translated, with Notes and Appendices, by T. M. Lindsay, 
MJL F.R.S.E. Examiner iu Philosophy to the University of Edinburgh. 
Svo. price IQs, 

ANALYSIS of the PHENOMENA of the HUMAN MIND. By 
James Mhj.. A New Edition, with Notes, Illustrative and Critical, m 
Albxanpbb Bain, Andbew Findlateb, and Geobgb Gbotb. Edited* 
with additional Notes, by John Stuabt MIill. 2 vols. 8vo. price 2Ss, 

An INTRODUCTION to MENTAL PHILOSOPHT, on the Indnctiye 
Method. By J.D. MoBELL,MJk..LLJ). 8vo. 12«. 

ELEMENTS of PSTCHOLOGT, containing the Analysis of the 
Intellectual Powers. By the same Author. Post Svo. 7«. 6d. 

The SECRET of HEGEL: being the Hegelian System in Origin, 
Principle, Form, and Matter. By J. H. Stibling. 2 vols. Svo. 2Ss, 
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83 WILLIAM HAMILTON ; bttng Oie PhUoaopi^of JPtetceptait aa 

Analysis. By J. H. STmLiKO. 8vo.5f. 

Tlie 8SN8S8 and the INTELLECT. By Alxxamiubs Bazh; M.D. 
Firofessor of Logic in the University of Aberdeen. Third Bdltkm; Svo. ttf. 

MENTAL and MOEAL SCIENCE: a Oompendium of F^Tcliologj 
and Ethics. By the same Author. BeotHid Bdition. Crown Sro. Ite. 6<K. 

LOGIC, DBBVCnyB and INDITCTIVE. By the sami Author. Jn 
Two Pastb, crown %vo, lOa. ed. Each Fart may be had tepsimtdy :— 
Fast L J)educti(mt 4ff. Fi3T II, Induction, e«. e^ 

TIME and SFACE; a Metaphysical Essay. By Shadwobxr H. 
HoDGSOK. (This work covers the whole ground of Speoulatife PhiUMophy.) 
8vo. price 16i, 

The Theory of Practice ; an Ethical Inquiry. By the same Author. 
(This work, in coujunction with the foregoing; oompletee a siystem ofPhOo- 
sophy.) 2 vols. 8vo. price 24«. 

The PHIL080PHT of NECESSITY ; or, Natoral Law as apjdicable to 

Mental, Moral, and Social Science. By Ohaslbb Biu.t. Seoond BdlUoiL 
8vo.9f. 

The Education of the Peelings and Affections. By the same Author. 

Third Edition. 8vo.8«.6d. 

On Porce, its Mental and Moral Correlates. By the same Author. 
8va 5f . 

A TREATISE on HUMAN NATURE ; being an Attempt to Introduce 
the Experimental Method of Beasonine into Moral Subjects. By Dath) 
Hume. Edited, with Notes, Ac. by T. H. GsEEV, Fellow, and T. H. 
Gbobe, late Scholar, of Balliol College, Oxford. {In the pregs, 

ESSATS MORAL, POLITICAL, and LITERARY. By Datid Hums. 

By the same Editors. [Jn the preu. 



Astronomy J Meteorology, Popular Geography^ &c. 

OUTLINES of ASTRONOMY. By Sir J. F. W. Hsbsohel, Bart 
Eleventh Edition, with Plates and Woodcuts. Square crown Svo. 12t. 

The SUN ; RULER, LIGHT, FIRE, and LIFE of the PLANETARY 
SYSTBM. By Richasd A. Pbootob, BA. F.RA.S. With 10 Plates 
(7 coloured) and 107 Figures on Wood. Crown 8vo. 14f. 

OTHER WORLDS THAN OURS ; the FlaraHty of Worlds Studied 
under the Light of Eecent Scientific Researches. By the same Author. 
Second Editiou, with 14 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 10s, 6a. 

SATURN and iti SYSTEM. By the same Author. 8vo.withl4Plates,14«. 

SCHALLEN'S SPECTRUM ANALYSIS, in its application to Terres- 
trial Substances and the Physical Constitution of the Heavenly Bodies. 
Translated by Jans and C. Lassell ; edited by W. Hugginb, LL.D.F.Bk8. 
Crown Svo. with Illustrations. ZNearly reouiy» 
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OBLSSTXAL OBJECTS for OOKMON TELESCOPES. Br^ the Ber. 
. T. yr, Wbbb, ma. P JLA.S. Second Edition, revised, with a laiige Map.of 
i the Moon, and several Woodcuts. Idmo. 7«. 6a. 

|r AVIOATIOir and NAUTICAL ASTBONOKT (Practical, Theoretical, 
Scientiflo) for the use of Students and Practical Men. By J. MsBBmBSD, 
P JLA.S and H. Etbbs. Sva 14*. 

BOTE'S LAW of STORKS, coimidered in connexion with the Ord&uatw 
Movements of the Atmoqihere. I^ranslated hy B. H. Scott, MJL T.0Jj. 
8vo. lOf. ed. 

The CANABIUr BOMINION. By Chajeiles Marshall. With 6 
Illustrations on Wood. 8vo. price 12«. 6d. 

A 0ENEBAL DICTIONABT of OEOOEAPHT, Descriptiye, Physical, 
Statistical, and Historical: forming a complete OaEotteer of the World. By 
A.KBiTHJoHirBTOir,LL.D. F.B.G.S. Bevised Edition. Svo.ZU.9d. 

A KANXTAL of OEOOBAPHY, Physical, Indnstrial, and Political. 
Biy W. HuGHBS, P JLG.S. With 6 Maps. Pcp.7f.6d. 

MAVNBEB'S TBEASTTBT of OEOOEAPHT, Physical, Historical, 
Bescriptive, and Political. Edited by W. Hughes, PJLO.S. Bevised 
Edition, with 7 Maps and 16 Plates. Pep. 6«..cloth, or 9«. Qd, bound in calf. 

The PITBLIC SCHOOLS ATLAS of MOBEBN OEOOBAPHT. In 

81 Maps, ezhibitinff clearly the more important Physical Features of the 
Countries delineated, and Noting all the Chief Places of Historici^ Com- 
mercial, or Social Interest. Edited, with an Introduction, by the Bev. G. 
BuTL^B, M.A. Imp. 4to. price Bs. 6a. sewed, or 68. cloth, i INearly ready. 



Natural History and Popular Science. 

ELEXENTABT TBEATISE on PHTSIC8, Experimental and AppUed. 
Translated and edited from Ganot's Moments de Physique (with the 
Author's sanction) by E. ATKiifSOir, Ph.D. F.C.S. New Edition, revised 
and enlarged ; with a Coloured Plate and 620 Woodcuts. Post 8vo. ISs. 

The ELEMENTS of PHTSICS or NATUBAL PHILOSOPHT. Bj 
NbilAbfott,MJ).FJLS. Physician Extraordinaiy to the Queen. Sixth 
Edition, rewritten and completed. Two Parts. 8va21«. 

SOUND : a Conrse of Eight Lectures delivered at the Royal Institution 
of Great Britain. By JoHir Tykdall, LL J). P.B..S. New Edition, crown 
8vo. with Portrait of Jf. CMadni and 169 Woodcuts, price Of. 

HEAT a MODE of MOTION. By Professor JoHir Ttndall, LL.D. 
PJLS. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. with Woodcuts. lOf. 6d. 

BESEABCHES on BIAMAONETISM and MAONE-CBTSTALLIC 
ACTION ^including the Question of Diamagnetic Polarity. By the same 
Author. With 6 Plates and many Woodcuts. 8vo. price 14*. 

PBOPESSOB TTNBALFS ESSATS on the USE and LIMIT of the 
IMAGINATION in SCIENCE. Being the Second Edition, with Additions, 
of his Discourse on the Scientific Use of the Imagination. 8vo. 3«. 
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V0TS8 of a C0TTB8E of 827X9 LEOTmEtXS on BUBCTHICAL 
PHBNOMENA and THB0BIB8, deUvered at the Boyal Institatioii, 
▲J>. 1870. By ProfeMor Tthdall. Crown Sto. 1«. wwed, or U. 6dL doth. 

VOTXS of a COVBSX of VniS LE0TUBB8 on LI0HT deliTored at the 
Boyal Inititution, a.d. 1809. By the Hune Author. Crown Syo. price 1«. 
■ewed, or U. ed, cloth. 

7BA0MEVT8 of 8CIEirCE for mi 8CIXimFIC PEOPLE ; a Series 
of detached Eiiays, Lectures, and Bieviewg. By Johv TTin>AiJ[i» LLJ). 
F.B.8. Second Bdition. Sro. price 14«. 

IIOET 80IEVCB for LBISVBB HOUBS; a Series of Familiar 
Bisayi on Snientlflo Subjects, Natural Phenomeua, &c. By B. A. Psocros, 
"BJl, F.B.A.8. Crown 8vo. price 7«. 64. 

LIGHT : Its Inflaence on Life and Health, By [^Fobbbs Wnrsiiow, 
M.D. D.G.L. Ozon. (Hon.). Fcp. 8vo. 68, 

A TESATISE on ELEGTBICITT, in Theonr and Practice. By A. 
De la BrTB, Prof, in the Academy of Genera. Translated by C.Y. Wjujob, 
F.B.S. 8 vols. 8vo. with Woodcuts, £3 13t. 

The BEOINVINO: its When and its How. By Mcnoo Ponton, 
F.B.S.B. Post 8vo. with very numerous Illustrations, price 18«. 

The COBBELATION of PHTSICAL FORCES. By W. R Gbotb, 
Q.C. V.P.B.8. Fifth Bdition. revised, and followed l^ a Discourse on Con- 
tinuity. 8vo. lOt, 6d. The IH9eour$e on CkmHtmUvt separately, is, M, 

MAHITAL of OEOLOOT. By S. Haughtpn, M.D. F.B.S. Revised 
Bdition, with 66 Woodcuts. Fcp. 7«. 6d. 

▼AH DER HOEYEN'S HAHDBOOK of ZOOLOOT. Translated from 
the Second Dutch Bdition by the Bev. W. Clabk, M J). F.B.S. 2 vols. 8vo. 
with U Plates of Figures, 60<. 

Professor OWEH'S LECTXTRES on the COMPARATIVE AKATOKT 

and Physiology of the Invertebrate Animals. Second Bdition, with 281 
Woodcuts. 8vo. 21«. 

The 00MPARATI7E AHATOICT and PHTSIOLOOT of the YERTE- 

brate Animals. By Richabd Owbit, F.B.S. D.CL. With 1,472 Wood- 
cuts. 3 vols. 8vo. £$1S8,ed, 

The ORIGIN of CIYILISATION and the PRIMITIVE COHDITIOH 

of MAN '.Mental and Social Condition of Savas^. By Sir JoHV Lttbbock, 
Bart. M.P. F.B.S. Second Bdition, with 25 Woodcuts. 8vo. prioe 16*. 



The PRIMITIVE IHHABITAHT8 of 8CAHDINAVIA: containing a 




of Figures 

BIBLE AHIMALS ; being a Description of every Liying Creature 
mentioned in the Scriptures, firom the Ape to the Coral. By the Rev. J. 6. 
Wood. M JL FX.S. With about 100 Vignettes on Wood. 8vo.21«. 



HOMES WITHOUT HAKD8 : a Description of the Habitations of 
Animals, classed accordingto their Principle of Construction. By Rev. 
J. G. Wood. MJL. F Ji.S. with about 140 Vignettes on Wood, Svo. 21«. 
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INSECTS AT HOME. By the Rev. J. G. Wood, M.A. F.L S. With 
a Prontispiece in Colours, 21 full-page Illustrations, and about 700 smaller 
Illustrations fh>m original designs engraved ou Wood by G. Pearson. 8vo. 
price 21 9. 

fiTSAVOE DWELLINGS ; being a description of the Habitations of 
Animals, abridged fh>m ' Homes without Hands.' By J. G. Wood, MA. 
F.L.S. With a New Frontispiece and about 60 other Woodcut Illustrations. 
Grown 8vo. price 7«. Qd, 

A 7AXILIAB HISTOST of BIBSS. By £. Stanlbt, D.D. F.RS. 
late Lord Bishop of Norwich. Seventh Edition, with Woodcuts. Fcp. 8«. 6d. 

The HABMONIES of NATTTBE and ITNITY of CBEATION. By Dr. 
Geobgb Habtwio. Svo. with numerous Illustrations, 18«. 

The SEA and its LIVING WONSESS. By the same Author. Third 
(Bnglish) Edition. Svo. with many Illustrations, 2l8, 

The TBOPICAL WOBLS. By Dr. Geo. Habtwio. With 8 Chromo- 
lylographs and 172 Woodcuts. Svo. 218, 

The STTBTEBBANEAN WOBLS. By Dr. Geobge Habtwio. With 
8 Maps and about 80 Woodcuts, including 8 full size of page. Svo. price 21«. 

The POLAB WOBLD , a Popular Description of Man and Nature in the 
Arctic and Antarctic Regions of the Globe. By Dr. Geosob Habtwio. 
With 8 Chromozylographs, 8 Maps, and 85 Woodcuts. Svo. 21«. 

KIBBT and SPENCE'S INTBODTTOTION to ENTOMOLOGY, or 

Elementsof the Natural History of Insects. 7th Edition. Grown Svo. 5f. 

MAiniDEB'S TBEASVBT of NATTTBAL HISTOBT, or Popular 
Dictionary of Zoology. Revised and corrected by T. S. Oobbolo, MJ). 
Fcp. with 900 Woodcuts, 9i, cloth, or Of. Qd, bound in calf. 

The TBEASTTBT of BOTANT, or Popular Dictionary of the Vegetable 
Kingdom ; including a Glossary of Botanical Terms. Edited by J. Liitdlet, 
V F.B.S. and T. Moobb, F JJS. assisted by eminent Contributora With 274 
Woodcuts and 20 Steel Plates. Two Parts, fcp. 12«. cloth, or 19«. calf. 

The ELEMENTS of BOTANY for FAMILIES and SCHOOLS. 

Tenth Edition, revised by Thomas Moobb, FX.S. Fcp. with IM Wood- 
outs, 2«. 6d, 

The BOSE AMATEUB'S GUIDE. By Thoicas Biyebs. Ninth 
Bdition. 'Fop, 4s. 

LOITDON'S ENCTGLOPJEDIA of PLANTS ; comprising the Specific 
Oharaoter, Desqiption, Oulture, History^ Ac. of all the Plants found in 
Great Britain. With upwards of 12,000 Woodcuts. 8vo.42«. 

MAiniDEB'S SCIENTIPIC and LITEBABT TBEASVBT. New 

Edition, thoroughly revised and in great part re-written, with above 1,000 
new Articles, by J. T. Johbbob, Gorr. M.Z.S. Fop. 68, doth, or 98, 6d. calf. 

A DICTIONABT of SCIENCE, LITEBATXTBE, and ABT. Fonrth 
Edition, re-edited hj W. T. Bbakdb (the original Author) , and Gbobob W. 
Cox, MA. assisted by contributors of eminent Soientiflc and Literary 
Acquirements. 8 vols, medium Svo. price 68«. cloth. 
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Chemistry J Medicine^ Surgery^ and the 

Allied Sciences. 

k DIOnOVABT of CHEMISTBT and the Allied Bnnehee of other 
Soienoes. By HsintT Watts, T.B.S. aititted by endneut Ocmtrflmton 
Complete in 6 toIi. medium 8va £7 8#. 

nZKSNTS of OHEmSTBT, Theoretical and PracticaL Bf W. Aixnr 
HiLLSB, M.D. late Prof, of Ohemistry, King's Ooll. London. .Bonrth 
Edition. 8 vols. 870. £8. Past I. Ohxmioal Petsics, V^, Paat IL 
Ikobgavio Ohbkibtbt, 21#. Pabt UL Obgabio Ghbxutbt, 8Ii% 

A MANTTAL of 0HEXI8TBT, Descriptire and Theoretic ^ 
William Odlibg, M.6. FJELS. Pabt L 8vo. Of. Pabt TLJuttrtadg, 

OUTLINES of OHSmSTBT; or, Brief Notes of Chonical S^iets. 
By William Odlikg, H.B. P.B.S. Grown 8to. 78, 6d. 

A Conrse of Praotioal Ohemistry, for the use of Medical Stndenta. 
By the same Author. New Edition, with 70 Woodcuts. Crown Sro. 7«. ed, 

Leotvres on Animal Chemistzy, delivered at the Boyal College of 

Physicians in 1865. By the same Author. Grown8yo.49.6(l. 

leotnret on the Chemical Changes of Carbon. Delivered at the 
Royal Institution of Great Britain. By the same Author. Crown 8to. 
price 4s. 6d. 

SELECT METHODS in CHEMICAL AVALTSIS, ehiefly IMOS. 
GANIC. By William Gbooeeb, F.B.S. With 22 Woodcuts. Crown 8yo. 
price 12s. 6a. 

A TREATISE on MEDICAL XLSCTBICITT, THEOBITIGAL - and 

PBACTIOAL ; and its Use in the Treatment of Paralysis, NeuraUdiL and 
other Diseases. Br Julius Althaus, M J). Ac Second Edition, revised 
and psrtly re-written. Post 8vOb with Plate and 2 Woodcuts, price 16s; 

The DIAGNOSIS, PATHOLOGY, and TREATMENT of BI8SA8BS 

of Women; including the Diagnosis of Pregnancy. By Gbailt Hbwitt, 
IS, J), Second Edition, enlarged ; with 116 Woodcut Ulustrations. 8vo. 24ff. 

On SOME DISORDERS of the NERVOUS SYSTEM in CHiOJ). 

HOOD ; being the Lumleian Lectures delivered before the Royal Oqllege of 
Physicians in March 1871. By Chablbb Wbst, If .D. Crown 8vo, price fit. 

LECTURES on the DISEASES of INFANCY and CHILDHOOD. 1^ 
Chablbs Wbst, M.D. &c Pifth Edition, revised and enlarged. SvObiet. 



A SYSTEM of SURGERY, Theoretical and Practical. In Trentiaes 

. Jay Various Authors. Edited by T. Houcbs, MA. fte. 8ur«on'teid> Xeetuw 

^^.S^W7r ** ^JE- ®®*?«5?i.?^?!**^ «"A Surgeen-in-Cadil.te) tiwlCetro- 
politan Police. Second Edition, thoroughly, revised, with numBrcrua "Blus- 
trations. 5 vols. 8vo. £5 6s. 

The SURGICAL TREATMENT of CHILDREN'S DISUSES, By 
T. Holmbs, MJL Jbc. late Surgeon to the Hospital for Sick CUldMn. 
Second Edition, with 9 Plates and 112 Woodcuts. 8vo.21s. 

LECTURES on the PRINCIPLES and PRACTICE of PHYSIO. By 

Sir Thomas Watsob. Bart. MJ>.— Plfth Bditton, thoroughly revised. 
2 vols. 8vo. price 36s. 
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LECTXTEIES on SUB0ICAL PATHOLOGY. Bj Sir Jasibs Paget, 

Bart. F.Bt.S. Third Edition, revised and re-edited by the Author and 
Professor W. TuBiTBB, ILB. 8vo. with 131 Woodcuts, 21«. 

COOPEB'S SIGTIONABY of PBACTICAL 8TTBGEBY and Enoyclo- 
psedia of Surgical Science. New Edition, brocwht down to the present time. 
By S. A. hASB, Surgeon to St. Mary's Hospital^ assisted by various Eminent 
Surgeons. Yoi^ II. 8vo. completing the work. llnthepresi. 

On CHBONIG BRONCHITIS, especially as connected with GOUT, 
EMPHYSEMA, and DISEASES of the HEABT. By E. HTiAT^T.ntf 
Gbeenhow. M JD. P.B.G J*. &c 8vo. 7«. 6d. 

The CLIMATE of the SOUTH of FBANCE as SUITED toIir7ALII)8; 

with Notices of Mediterranean and other Winter Stations. !^ G. T. 
Williams, MA. M.D. Ozon. Assistant-Physician to the Hospital for Con- 
sumption at Brompton. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Qs, 

BEPOBTS on the PB0OBE8S of PBACTICAL and 8CIEVTIPIG 
MEDICINE in Different Parts of the World. Edited by Hobacb Dobell, 
M J), assisted by numerous and distinguished Coadjutcnrs, Vols. L and II. 
8vo. 189. each. 

PULMONABY C0N8UXPTI0V ; its Nature, Varieties, and Treat- 
ment: with an Analysis of One Thousand Cases to exemplify its Ihiration. 
By C. J.B. Williams. MJ). F.B.S. and C. T. Williams, MJ^. MJ). Ozon. 
Post 8vo. price Ids, dd, 

CLINICAL LECTXTBES on DISEASES of the LIVEB, JAXTHDICE, 
and ABDOMINAL DBOPSY. By Chablbs Muscmsoir, MJ). Post Svo. 
with 26 Woodcuts, 10<. ed, 

AHAtOMY, DE8CBIPTIYE and 8VB0ICAL. By Hbnbt Gray, 
P JELS. With about 400 Woodcuts from Dissections. Pifth Edition, by 
T. Holmes. MA. Cantab, with a new Introduction by. the Editor. Boyai 
Svo. 28«. 

CLINICAL NOTES on DISEASES of the LAKYNX, investigated and 
treated with the assistance of the Laryngoscu<.e. {By W. Mabcet, MJD. 
P.B.S. Crown Svo. with 5 Lithographs, 68, 

OUTLINES of PEnrSIOLOOY, Human and Comparatiye. By John 
Masshall, P.B.C.S. Surgeon to the University College HospitaL 2 vols, 
crown 8vo. with 122 Woodcuts, 32«. 

PHYSIOLOGICAL ANATOMY and PHYSIOLOGY of MAN. By the 

late B. B. Todd, MJ). P.B.S. and W. Bowmae, FJLS. of King's College. 
With numerous Illustrations. Vol. IL Svo. 26s. 

Vol. I. New Edition by Dr. Lionel S. Bealb. P JLS. in course of publi- 
cation, with many Illustrations. Pabts L and II. price 7«. 6d. each. 

COPLAND'S DICTIONABY of PBACTICAL MEDIcnTB, abridged 
from, the larser work and' throughout brought down to the present State 
of Medical Science. Svo. S6«. 

BEIXANN'S HANDBOOK of ANILINE and its DBBIVATIVE8; 

aTreatise on the Manufacture of Aniline and Aniline Colours. Edited by 
William Cbooees, f .B.S. With 6 Woodcuts. Svo. lOf. 6d. 

On the MANUFACTUBE of BEST-BOOT 8UGAB in ENGLAND 

and IRELAND. By Williak Cbooees, P.R.S. Crown Svo. with 11 
Woodcuts, 8«. 6d. 
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A KAVU AL Of MATXBIA MXDIOA and TEERAPSVTICS, abridged 
fhmi Dr. Pbbbiba'b BUmsnti by F.J. Fabbi, MJ). anirted hy R. Bsbzlbt, 
MJLCJ9. and by R. Wabivotov, F JU9. 8to. with 90 Woodouts, 81«. 

TSOUOH'S 00H8PX0TV8 of tbo BBITI8H PEABMACOPOBIA. 

asth Edition, corrected by E. Llotd Bibkbtt, M J). Umo. price 6«. 



The Fine Arts, and Illustrated Editions. 

IH FAIBTLAHD; Pictarefl from the Elf- World. By Richard 

DoYLB. WithaPoembyW. Alliitgham. With Sixteen PLatea^contaiiiiiig 
Thirty-six Designs printed iu Colours. Folio, 8U. Qd, 

LI7E of JOHN eiBBOH, B.A. 8CULPT0B. Edited by Lady 
Eabtlaeb. 8vo* lOf • 6d. 

1CATERIAL8 for a EI8T0BT of OIL PAIirTIHG. By Sir Chables 

Locks Eabtlakb, sometime President of the Boyal Academy. 2 toIb. 
Syo. price SOt. 

HALF-HOUR LECTTJRXS on tbo BISTORT and PRACTICE of the 

Fine and Ornamental Arts. By William B. Scott. New Bdition, rerised 
by the Author ; with 50 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. St, fid, 

ALBEBT DTTBEB, HIS LIFE and WOBKS; incloding Anto- 
bioffraphical Papers and Complete Catalogues. By WilliajTb. Scott. 
With Six Etchings by the Author, and other Illustrations. Svo. 18c. 

SIX LECTTTBES on HABMONY, delivered at the Royal Institatioii 
of Great Britain in the Tear 1807. By O. A. liACVABBBir. With nume- 
rous engraved Musical Examples and Specimens. Bro. Ids, 6d. 

The CHOBALE BOOR for ENGLAHD: the Hymns translated by 
Miss C. WiVKWOBTH I the Tunes arranged by Prot W. S. Bbbitstt and 
Otto Goldschmidt. Fcp. 4to. 128, M. 

The HEW TESTAMEKT, illustrated with Wood Engrayings after the 
Early Masters, chiefly of the Italian School. Crown 4to.6S«. doth, silt top • 
or £5 bs. elegantly bound in morocco. ' 

LTRA GERMAHICA ; the Christian Year. Translated by Cathebihb 
WnrKWOBTH ; with 126 Illustrations on Wood drawn by J. LBieHxov, 
F.S.A. 4to. 2l8, 

LTRA GERMAHICA ; the Christian Life. Translated by Cathkbimb 
WnrKWOBTH ; with about 200 Woodcut Illustrations by J, Lbightoh' F.fiA 
and other Artists. 4to.2K. vii»««A. 

The LIFE of HAH STMB0LI8ED by the HOHTHS of the THAR. 

Text selected by B. Pigot ; Illustrations on Wood from Original Deaim. iJ 
J. Lbiohtow. P.S.A. 4to.42ff. * ^.I'wignsDf 

OATS' and FARLIE'S HORAL EXBLEXS ; with Aphorisms, Adaffos. 
and Proyerbs of all Nations. 121 Illustrations on Wood by J. LsrowEvr 
FJ8JL Text selected by R. PiQOT. Imperial Svo. SU.6d. *««»htob, 
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SACKED and LXGSNDABT AST. Bj Mrs. Jameson. 

Legends of tlie Saints and Xartyrs. Fifth Edition, with 19 
Stohings and 187 Woodcuts. 2 vols, square crown 8vo. 81«. 6d. 

Legends of the Xonastic Orders. Third Edition, with U Etchings 
and 88 Woodcuts. 1 voL square crown 8yo. 21«. 

Legends of the Xadonna. Third Edition, with 27 Etchings and 165 

Woodcuts. 1 ToL square crown 8vo. 21«. 
The History of Our Lord, with that of his Types and Precursors. 

Completed by Lady Eastlakb. Revised Edition, with 31 Etchings and 

281 Woodcuts. 2 vols, square crowu 8vo.42tf. 



The Useful Arts^ Manufactures^ &c. 

HISTOBT of the GOTHIC BEVIYAL ; an Attempt to shew how far 
the taste for Mediaeval Architecture was retained in England during the 
last two centuries, and has been re-develojped in the present. By Chablbb L. 
EASTLA.EB, Architect. With many Illustrations. Imp. 8vo. price 31«. 6d. 

GWILrS ENCYCLOPiEDIA of ABGHITEGTUBE, with above 1,600 
Engravings on Wood. Fifth Edition, revised and enlarged by Wtatt 
Pafwobth. 8vo. 62«.6<{. 

A XANTTAL of ABCHITECTUBE : being a Concise History and 
Explanation of the principal Styles of European Architecture, Ancient, 
Mediaeval, and Renaissance; with a Glossary of Technical Terms. By 
Thomas Mitchell. Crown 8vo. with 160 woodcuts, 10«. M. 

ITALIAN SCTTLPTOBS ; being a History of Sculpture in Northern, 
Southern, and Eastern Italy, fiy C. C. Pebkibs. With 80 Etchings and 
IS Wood Engravings. Imperial 8vo. 42«. 

TUSCAN SCULPTOBS, their Lives, Works, and Times. With 45 
Etchings and 28 Woodcuts from Original Drawings and Photographs. By 
the same Author. 2 vols, imperial 8vo. 63«. 

HINTS on HOUSEHOLD TASTE in EUBNITUBE, UPHOLSTEBY, 

and other Details. By Chablbs L. Eastlasib, Architect. Second Edition, 
with about 00 Illustrations. Square crown 8vo. 1S«. 

The ENOINEEB'S HANDBOOK; explaining the Principles which 
should guide the Toung Engineer in the Construction of Machinery. By 
C. S. LowBDBS. Post 8vo. 6«. 

PBINCIPLE8 of XECHANISIC, designed for the Use of Students in 
the Universities, and for Engineering Students generally. By R. 
Willis, M.A. P.lLS. &c. Jacksonian Professor in the University of Cam- 
bridge. Second Edition, enlarged ; with 374 Woodcuts. 8vo. 18«. 

LATHES and TUBNING, Simple, Mechanical, and OBNAXENTAL. 
By W. Hbbbt Nobthcott. With about 240 Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood. 8vo. 18«. 

UBFS DICTI0NAB7 of ABTS, MANUPACTUBES, and MINES. 
Sixth Edition, chiefly rewritten and greatly enlarged by BoBBBT Huirr, 
F.R.S. assisted by numerous Contributors eminent in Science and the 
Arts, and familiar with Manufactures. With above 2,000 Woodcuts. 3 vols, 
medium 8vo. price £4 14«. 6d. 

B 



18 KBW WORKS published bt L0NGKAN8 ASJ} CO. 

EAVDBOOE of PBIlCTICAL TSLXGSAFST. By R & Culubt, 
Memb. Inst. C.E. Biurineer-in-Ohief of Telegnmhs to the Pott Office. 
Fifth Edition, with 118 Woodcuts and 9 Plmtes. 8vo.Hprtoe 14i. 

nOTOLOPXDIA of CIVIL VBOUTSEBISBf Hifllorical, Tbeotetieil, 
■ndPncticaL By E. Obbst, O.E. With tbore 8,000 Woodculi. avo.4te 

TB1ATI8E on KILLS and MILLWOBK. By Sir W. Faxsbaibi, 

Bart. P.B.S. Kew Edition, with 18 Plates and 888 Woodonta. S toIs. 
8to. 88f . 

V8XPUL nrFOBXATION for EVGnTEEBS. Br the same Avthim 

PiBST, Sboovd, and Thibd Ssbibb, with many Katea and Woodoiit% 
8 YOls. crown 8yo. lOt. 6d. each. 

Tho APPLICATION of CAST and WBOUGET IBOV to BnUding 

Purposes. By Sir W. FAiBBAimf, Bart. F JLS. Fourth Edition, enlarged; 
with 6 Plates and 118 Woodcuts. Svo, price 16f . 

IBOH SHIP BtriLDIKO, its History and Progress, as comprifed in a 

Series of Experimental Besearches. 1^ the same Author. With 4 Pistes and 
180 Woodcuts. 8vo.l8«. 

A TBXATISE on tho STEAM EEOIKE, in its yarions Applicatioiii 

to Mines, Hills, Steam Navigation, Bailwaysand Agriculture. Qy Jk Boitbbi, 
O.E. Eighth Edition; with Portrait, 87 Plates, and 546 Woodouts. dto.tff. 

CATECHISX of tho STEAM EEGIHE, in Its Tarions AiypUcatUns to 

Mines, Hills, Steam Navigation, Bailways, and Agriooltore. By the same 
Author. With 80 Woodcuts. Fcp. 6f . 

HANDBOOK of tho STEAM ENGINE. By the same Antfaor, fonning a 

Kbt to the Catechism of the Steam Engine, with 67 Woodouta. Vei^ Oc. 

BOVBNFS BECENT IMPBOVEMENTS in tho STEAM EMOIMB in ifi 

yarious applications to Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, Bailwajya. and Agri- 
culture. Beinc a Supplement to the Author's 'Gateohism of tlia Steam 
Engine.' By John BouBirB, G.E. New Edition, including many New 
Examples ; with 124 Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 

A TBEATISS on tho SCBEW PBOPELLEB, SCBEW VESSBLS^aiA 

Screw Engines, as adapted for purposes of Peace and Wars with Kotftoes 
of other Methods of Propulsion, Tables of the Dimen^ns and Perftmnaocs 
of Screw Steamers, and detailed Specifications of Ships and Engbies. Br 
J. Boitbvb, OJB. New Edition, with M Plates and 887 Woodoata. 4feo.68a 

EXAMPLES of MODEBN STEAM, AIB, and GAS EMannn of 

the most Approved Types, as employed for Pumping, for DriyhijB ICaohiiisiT, 
for Locomotion, and for Agriculture, minutely anid practical deMribeiL 
Biy Jomr Botjbitb. C J!. In course of publication in 2* Parte, parioe SfcOd. 
eaoh, forming One volume 4to. with about SO Plates and 400 Woodootik 

A EISTOBT of tho MACEINE-WBOUGHT HOSIEBT and lAGE 
Mannfootures. By William Fblkiv, F JJS. F.S.S. Boyal Svo. si«. 

PBACnCAL TBEATISE on METALLT7BGT, adapted firom $]|6 last 
German Edition of Professor Ebbl*s MetaUurffv by W.OBOOKS8.PJ&J3.te. 
•ndE.BAHBie,PhJ).MJ!. With 685 Woodcuts. 8 vols. 8vo. pHoe £4 Ifli. 

MITOHELL*S MANUAL of PBACTICAL ASSAYING. Third Edi« 
tion, for the most part re-writteiuwith all the recent Diio<yveriea imxnw 
porated, by W. Obooebs, F JLS. With 188 Woodcuts. 8vo.S8t. ^^ 
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The ABT of PEBTVMIBT ; the Histonr and Theory of Odours, and 
the Methods of Extracting the Aromaa of Plants. By Dr. Pusbbb, F.O.S. 
Third Edition, with S8 Woodcuts. Orown Syo. lOi. M, 

Ohemical, Natural, and Physical Xai^c, for Jnyeniles during the 
HolidBys* By the same Author. Third Edition, with 88 Woodcuts. Pcp.6«« 

LOUDON'S XNOTCLOPXDIA of AOBICULTUBE: comprising the 
Laying-outi Improvement, and Management of Landed Propertjy, and the 
Oultivation and Economy of the Productions of Agriculture. With 1,100 
Woodcuts. 8Y0.21A 

London*! Eneyelopsedia of Gardening : comprising the Theory and 
Practice of HortictUture, Floriculture, Arboriculture, and Landscape Gar- 
dening. With 1,000 Woodcuts. 8vo.21f. 

BATLDON'8 ABT of YALUINe BENTS and TILLAGES, and Claims 
of Tenants upon Quitting Farms, both at Michaelmas and Lady-Day. 
Eighth Edition, revised by J. 0. MoBToir. 8vo. 10«. M, 



Religious and Moral Works. 

OLD TESTAMENT SYNONYMS, their BEABING on CHBISHAN 
FAITH and PBACTICE. By the Bev. B. B. Gisdlbbtonb. M.A. 8vo. 

[yearly ready. 

An INTBODUCTION to the THEOLOGY of the CHUBCH of 
ENGLAND, in an Exposition of the Thirty-nine Articles. By the Bev. 
T. P. BouLTBBB, M.A. Fcp. 8V0. price 6f . 

FUNDAMENTALS ; or, Bases of Belief concerning MAN and GOD: 
a Handbook of Mental, Moral, and Beligious Philosophy. By the Bev. 
T. Gbiffith, MJL 8vo. price 10«. 6d, 

PBAYEBS SELECTED from the COLLECTION of the late BABON 
BTTNSEN, and Translated by Gathbbinb Wiiteworth. Paei L For the 
Family. Part IL Prayers and Meditations for Private Use. Fcp. 8vo. 
prices*. 6(2. 

The STUDENT'S COMPENDIUM of the BOOB of COMMON 
PBAYBB: being Notes Historical and Explanatory of the Liturgy of the 
Ohuroh of England. By the Bev. H. Alldbb Nash. Fcp. 8vo. prtoe 8f . 6<I. 

The BIBLE and POPULAB THEOLOGY; a Re-statement of Truths 
and Principles, with special reference to recent workn of Dr. Liddon, Lord 
Hatherley, and the Bight Hon. W. E. Gladstone. By G. Vavcb Smith, 
B.A. PhJ). 8V0. price 7«. 6d, 

The TBUTH of the BIBLE: Evidence from the Mosaic and other 
Becords of Oreation ; the Origin and Antiquity of Man ; the Science of 
Scripture ; and from the Arcbieology of Different Nations of the Earth. 
By the Bev. B. W. Sayilb, MJL Orown 8vo. price 7«. M, 

CEUBCHES and their CBEEDS. By the Rev. Sir F^hiup FBRRZiro, 
Bart, late Scholar of Trin. Ooll Oambridge, and University Medallist. 
Orown 8vo. price lOt . Qd, 

CONSIDEBATIONS on the BEVISION of the ENGLISH NEW 
TESTAMENT. By 0. J. Elxjoott, DJ>. Lord Bishop of Gloucester and 
BristoL Post 8vo. price 6t.6d. 

Aa EXPOSITION of the 89 ABTI0LE8, Historical and Doctrinal. 
By E.HABOLDBBOinrB,DJ).LoMl Bishop of Ely. Ninth Edit. 8vo. 10«. 

B 2 



so NBW WORKS PPBiJOTfiP BT IX>NG]IAN8 ▲» CO. 

The LIFE and IPI8TLS8 of 8T. PAUL. Br the Rev. W. J. 
CovTBSABB, MJL, ftnd the Very Ber. J. 8. Howiov, S J>. Dean of Gbeitar :- 

LiBBAXT Editiov, with all the Orlgiiial lUnstrttUoiia, Mspi^ f^fwrffffiyft 

on Steel, Woodcuti, Ac S Tolf. 4ta 4St, 

IXTEaMMDiATM Bditiov, with » Selection otlSapB, Flatoa, and Woodonli. 
8 yoIb. square crown 8vo. 8U. 9d, 

Stxtdbitt'b Edttiov, revised and condensed, with 46 Ilhistnittoiii lad 
Maps. 1 ToL crown Svo. price Skf. 

The YOTAGE and 8HIPWBECK of ST. PAUL; with Difloertatioof 

on the life and Writings of St. Luke and the Shipa and Nafffsatton of An 
Ancients. By Jambs Smith. FJU9. Third Edition. Crown Svo. Ida. IdL 

A CBITICAL and OSAMKATICAL COMMEHTABY on 8T. PAUTS 
Epistles. By C. J. Ellioott, D J). Lord Bishop of Glouoester A BriatoL 8vOt 

0alatianiy Fourth Edition, 8«. Bd. 

Ephesians, Fourth Edition, 8«. 6<f. 

Paitoral Epistlei, Fourth Edition, 10«. 6dL 

Philippians, Colosiians, and Philemon, Third Edition, lOt. 6dL 

Thesialoniani, Third Edition, 7t. 6<L 

HISTORICAL LECTTJBES on the LIFE of 0I7B LORD JESITS 
GHBIST : being the Hulsean Lectures for 1869. By 0. J. Eixigott, DJ). 
Lord Bishop of Glouoester and Bristol. Fifth Edition. Sro. price 12t. 

EVIDENCE of the TBUTH of the CHBI8TIAK BELI0IOH deriTed 

flrom the Literal Fulfilment of Prophecy. By Albzaitdbb Kbith, BJ>. 
S7th Edition, with numerous Plates, in square 8va 12*. ed, ; also the S9tii 
Edition, in post Svo. with 6 Plates, 6t. 

History and Destiny of the World and Chnrch, according te 

Scripture. By the same Author. Square Svo. with 40 Illustrationa, lOt. 

An INTBODUCTIOH to the 8TUDT of the NEW TE8TAXEIT, 

Critical, Exegetical. and TheologicaL By the Bev. S. Davibsov. D J). 
LL.D. 2 vols. Svo. S0«. 

HABTWELL H0ENE*8 INTBODUCTIOH to the CEITICAL STTTDT 

and Knowledge of the Holy Scriptures, as last revised; with 4 Maps and 
22 Woodcuts and Facsimiles. 4 vols. Svo. 42s, 

Home*i Compendious Introdnction to the Study of the Bible. Be- 
edited by the Bev. JoHir Atsb, MJL With Maps, Ac Post Svo. Ot. 

EWALD*8 HIST0B7 of ISBAEL to the DEATH of K08E8. Tiani- 
lated from the German. Edited, with a Preftice and an Appendix, by Bubbbli 
MABTimiAU, M.A. Second Edition. 2 vols. Svo. 24*. 

The HISTOBT and LITEBATUBE of the ISRAELITES, accordmg 

to the Old Testament and the Apocrypha. By G. Db Bothschiu> sS 
A. De Bothsohild. Second Edition, revised. 2 vols, post Svo. with Two 
Maps, price 128. fid. 

The SEE of ROME in the MIDDLE AGES. By the Rev. Oswald 
J. Bbichbl, B.CJj. and M.A. Svo. price 189. 

The TEEASTTBT of BIBLE KNOWLEDGE ; being a Dictionary of the 
Books, Persons, Places. Events, and other matters of which mentiou is made 
in Holy Scripture. By Bev. J. Aybb, M.A. With Maps. 16 Plates, and 
numerous Woodcuts, rep. Svo. price 6t, cloth, or 89. 6d, neatly boundTin calf 
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The OBSSK TESTAMEKT; with Notes, Grammatical andEzegetical. 

By the Ber. W. Wbbstbb, ILA. and the Bey. W. F. Wilkivsov, M JL 
2 yoIb. 8to. £2 4t. 

SVSBT-DAT SCBIFTTTBE DIFFICULTIES explained and illustrated. 

]^ J, E.PBBBCOTT, MA. VoifL Matthew and Jforft; Vol. XL Imke and 
John, 8 Yols. 8vo. Skf . each. 

The PEHTATEUCH and BOOKof JOSHirACBITICALLTEXAMIHED. 
By the Bight Bev. J. W. Golbvso, DJ). Lord Bishop of NataL People's 
Edition, in 1 yoL crown 8yo. 6f . 

SIX SEBXONS on the FOUB CABDIHAL YIBTUES in relation 
to the Public and Priyate Life of Catholics. By the Bey. Obbt Shipley, 
MJL. Crown 8vo. with Frontispiece, price 7«. &{. 

The FOBXATION of CHBISTENDOX. By T. W. Allibs. Fasts I. 
and XL 8yo. price 12*. each Part. 

ENOLAHD and CHBISTENDOIC. Bj Archbishop Manniko, D.D. 
Post Syo. price lOf . M, 

CHBISTEHDOITS DIVISIONS, Part I., a Philosophical Sketch of 
the Diyisions of the Christian Family in East and West. By Edmuvd S. 
Fpoulebb. Post 8yo. price 7«. 6d, 

Christendom's Divisions, Part XL Greeks and Latins, being a His- 
tory of their Dissensions and Qyertures for Peace down to the Beformation. 
By the same Author. Post 8vo. 158, 

A VIEW of the SCBIPTUBE BEVELATIONS CONCEBKINO a 
FUTUBE STATE. By ItiOHAXD Whatblt, DJ). late Archbishop of 
Dublin. Ninth Edition. Fcp.8vo.6«. 

THOTTOHTS for the AGE. By Elizabeth M. Sbwsll, Author of 
* Amy Herbert ' &c. New Edition, reyised. Fcp. 8yo. price 6t. 

Passing Thoughts on Beliglon. By the same Aathor. Fcp. 8yo. 5«. 

Self-Examination before Confirmation. By the same Author. 32mo. 

price U, M, 
Beadings for a Xonth Preparatory to Confirmation, from Writers 

oftheEarlyand English Church. By the same Author. Fcp.4f. 

Beadings for Every Day in Lent, compiled from the Writings of 
Bishop Jeremy Taylor. By the same Author. Fcp.te. 

Preparation for the Holy Communion; the Deyotions chiefly from 
the works of Jeremy TayIiOR. By the same Author. S2mo. 8<. 

THOUGHTS for the HOLY WEEK for Young Persons. By the Author 
of ' Amy Herbert.' New Edition. Fcp. 8yo. is, 

PBINCIPLES of EDUCATION Drawn from Nature and Bevelation, 

and applied to Female Education in the Upper Classes. By the Autiior 
of ' Amy Herbert.' 2 yols. fcp. lis, ed, 

8IN0EBS and SONGS of the CHUBCH : being Biographical Sketches 
of the Hymn-Writers in all the principal Collections; with Notes on their 
Psalms and Hymns. By Josiah Miller, M.A. Post 8yo. price Ito. 6<{. 

LYBA OEBKANICA, translated frt>m the German by Miss C. Wink- 
WORTH. First Series, Hymns for the Sundays and Chief Festiyala. 
Sboovd Sbribs, the Christian Life. Fcp. Ss, 6d. eachSsRixs. 
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< SPntinrAL BOHGS* for the SUITDATS and HOLIDAYS thzomgli- 
<mt the Tear. By J. S. B. Movbill, LL J). Yicar of Bf^uun u&d Aural Deui. 
Fourth Edition, Sixth Thousand. Fop. 4f. Qd, 

The BEATITTTDES: Abasement before Ood ; Sorrow f6r Sin | Maeknon 

of Spirit; Desire ftn* Holiness ; Gentleness; Purity of H«art; the Peace- 
makers i Sufferings for Ohrist. By the same. Third Edition. Fcp. Ss. 6tf. 

His FBE8EHCE— -not hii XEXOBT, 18M. By the nune Author, 
in Memory of his Soir. Sixth Edition. iemo.li. 

LTEA EUCHABI8TICA ; Hymns and Verses on the Holy Commnnioii, 
Ancient and Modem ; with other Poons. Edited Iqr the Ber. Qnax Shit- 
LBT, MA. Second Edition. Fop. fie 

Lyra Hessianica ; Hymns and Verses on the Life of Christ, Ancient 
and Modem; with other Poems. By the same Editor. Second BdltioB, 
altered and enlarged. Fcp. 5<. 

Lyra Hystiea ; Hymns and Verses on Sacred Solijectay Aw^^^ mt and 

Modem. By the same Editor. Fop.5<. 

nDSAVOUBS after the CHBI8TIAH LI7B: Disconrsea. By 
Jascbs Mabtinbaxt. Fourth Edition, careftdly revised. Poet Svo. 7c. 6ci. 

IHYOCATIOH of 8AIBTB and ANGELS, for the nse of Iffembeis d 
the English Church. Edited by the Bey. Orbt Smpiar. 84mOb Sc 6tf. 

WHATELT8, IKTBODUCTOBT LE880H8 on the CHBI8TIAE 

ETidenoes. 18mo. 6d. 

FOTTB DISCOTTBSES of CHBYSOSTOH, cbie^y on the Parable of the 

Rich Man and Lazarus. Translated by F. AiXEir, BJk. Grown Svo. St. €& 

BISHOP JEBEMT TATLOB'S BNTIBE WOBKS. With Lift by 

Bishop Hbbbb. Revised and corrected by the Bev, 0. P.Bnajr. 10 vols, 
price £5 5«. - 



TravelSy Voyages, &c 



HOW to SEE HOBWAT. B7 Captain J. B. CAKPBnix. Witili Map 

and 6 Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. price 5«. 

PAU and the PTBEHEES. By Comit HENnr BussBLr, Member of 

the Alpine Club, &o. With 2 Maps. Fop. 8vo. price 5«. 

SCEHES in the STTKinr SOUTH; including the Atlas Monntains 
and the Oases of the Sahara in Algeria. By Lient.-GoL the Hon. O 8. 
YBBEExn, MJL. Commandant of the Limerick Artillery Mflttia. ftvols. 
post 8vo. price 21s, 

The PLATGBOUBD of ETTBOPE. By Lbsub Stbphbn, late President 
. of the Alpine Club. With 4 Illustrations engraved on^Wood by B. Wh vmner. 
Crown 8vo. price lOt . 6d. ^ *~- 

CADOBE ; or, TITIAN'S COUNTBT. By Jqbiab Gilbskt. one of 

the Authors of 'The Dolomite Mountains.' "^th Map, FaoaimllA. and 4A 
Illustrations. Imperi|a8vo.81#.<W.. •«™iie,anafs 

HOT7B8 of EXEBCISE in the ALPS. By John Ttsbaix, TT.-n 
F.B.S. Second Edition, with 7 Woodcuts by E, WnYxpnu Crown 8vo! 

price 12«.6<l. ... 
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TBAYBLS in the CSNTBAL CAUCASUS and bAsEAV. Indading 
Visits to Ararat and Tabreea and Ascents of Kazbek and Elbroi. By 
D. W. FsBBHTiBLD. Square crown Svo. with Maps, Ac. 18«. 

PICTURES in TTBOL and Eliawhere. From a Family Sketeh-Book. 
By the Authoress of ' A Voyage en Zigaag/ fto. Second Edition* Small 4to* 
with numerous Illustrations, 21f . 

HOW WE SPENT tha SUMMSB; or, a Voyage en Zigzag in Switier- 
land and Tyrol with some Members of the Alfi vb C^ttb. From the Sketch- 
Book of one of the Party. In oblong 4to. with 800 Illustrations, 16<. 

BEATEN TBACKS ; or, Pen and Pencil Sketches in Italy. By the 
Authoress of * A Voyage en Zigiag.' With 42 Plates, containing about 200 
Sketches from Drawings made on the Spot. 8vo. 16«. 

XAP of the CHAIN of KONT BLANC, from an actual Snryey in 
1868—1864. By A. Adahs-Beillt, F.B..G.S. MJLC. Published under the 
Authori^ of the Alpine Club. In Chromolitbography on extra stout 
drawing-paper 88in. x ITin. price lOt . or mounted on canvas in a folding 
caseii2«.6a. 

WESTWABD ^7 HAIL; the New Route to the East Bj W. F. Rae. 
With Map shewing the Lines of Bail between the Atlantic and the Padflo 
and Sections of the Bailwsy. Second Edition, enlarged. Post 8vo. lOt. 6<f. 

EI8T0BT of DISCOYEBY in onr AUSTRALASIAN COLONIES, 
Australia, Tasmania, and New Zealand, firom the Earliest Date to the 
Present liay. By Williak Howiir. 2 vols. 8vo. with 8 Maps, 20«. 

The CAPITAL of the TYCOON ; a NarratiYe of a Three Years' Resi- 
dence in Japan. Br Sir Bttthbbiosd Axcoox, E.03. 8 vols. 8to. with 
numerous lUustrations, 4Bf . 

ZIGZAGOINO AMONGST DOLOMITES. By the Author of * How we 
Spent the Summer, or a Vo/age en Zigzag in Switzerland and TyroL' 
With upwards of 800 Illustrations by the Author., Oblong 4tOw price 16«. 

The DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS ; Excnrsions through Tyrol, Carinthia, 
Camiola, and Priuli, 1861-1868. By J. OUiBBBX and O. 0. Chubchhx* 
FJUG.8. With numerous Illustrations. Square erown 8vo. 21«. 

GUIDE to the PYRENEES, for the nee of Monntahieen. Bt 
Ghaelbb P1.0KB. 2nd Edition, with Map and Illustrations. Or. 8yo. 7«. 6a. 

The ALPINE GUIDE. By John Ball, M.B.IJ^. late President of 
the AliJine Ohtb. Thoroughly BcTised Editions, in Three Volumes, poet 
8to. with Ma|M and other lUustrations :— 

GUIDE to the WESTERN ALPS, indading Mont Blanc, Monte Bo8«, 
Zermatt fte. Price 6t. 6d. 

GUIDE W the OBHTRAL ALPS, indading all the Oherland IMftrict. 
.Prfoe7«.6(l* 

GUIDE to the EASTERN ALPS, price 10«. 6<2, 

Introdnetion on Alpine Travelling in General, and on the Geology 
of the Alps, price U. Bach of the Three Vdumes or Parts of the AJIpims 
€Md0 may oe had with this Istboduotiov prefixed, price Is. extra. 

The NORTHERN HEIGHTS of LONDON ; or, Historical Asgociationg 
of Hampstead, Highgate, Mnswell Hill, Homsey, and Islingtop. By 
WiLLLLX HowiTT. With abdut 40 Woodcuts. Square crown 8yo. 81«. 
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TIfllTS to BXXABKABLX PLACES : Old Halk, Battle-Fleldi^ And 
Stonei lUnttratiye of Striking Pasnget in Bngliah Hiitoir uid Poetry. 
By WnxxAic Howitt. S yoIb. iquare crown 8to. with Woodoati, tSf; 

The BU&AL LIPE of EKGLAITD. By the «une Author. Witik 

Woodonts by Bewick ftnd Willimmi. Medium S?o.lSf.6<i. 

PILGBIMAGES in the PTBEHEES and LAEDE8. Bt Dents Sam 

Lawlox. Grown 8va with Frontispiece and Vignette, price 16«. 



Works of Fiction. 

HOTELS and TALES. By the Right Hon. B. Disraeli, M.P. 

Cabinet Edition, complete in Ten Volumes, crown 8to. price 0«. each, ai 
follows:— 



LOTHAIB,e«. 
COVIVOIBT, 8f. 

Stbil, 8f. 
Tavcbbd, 09. 
Vbnztia, e*. 



H ewbib ita Tzkplb, Sc. 
OovTABnri FLBKnre, Ac. 6«. 
Albot, Ixioir, Ac. 6«. 
Hts Yoxnra Dukb, Ac (to. 
Viniv Gbbt, 6f. 



The XODEBK NOVELIST'S LIBBABT. Each Work, in crown Sto. 

complete in a Single Volume : — 
Mblyillb's Gladiatobb, 2i. boards; 2«. 6d. cloth. 

Good bob Nothiitg, 2m, Itoards ; u, 6d. doth. 

Holmbt Housb, U. boards ; 2i.M, doth. 

Intbbpbbtbb, U. boards j U, M, doth. 

Katb Ooybvtbt, 2«. boards ; 2f . 6<f. doth. 

Qubbh'b Mabibs, 28. boards : 2$. M, doth. 

Tbollopb's WABDBir, U. 6d. boards; 2$. cloth. 

Babohbstbb Towbbs. 2*. boards ; 2*. ed. doth. 

Bbamlbt-Moobb's Six Sistbbs o/t?is Vallbts, 2«. boards ; 2a, ed. cloth. 

lEBNE; a Tale. Bj W. Steuart Trenoh, Author of < Realities of 
Irish Life.' Second Edition. 2 vols, post Sto. price 2U. 

The HOKE at HEATHEBBBAE; a Tale. By the Author of 

' Everley.' Pep. 8vo. price 6». 

CABINET EDITION of STOBIES and TALES by Miss Sewbu.:-- 



Amt Hbbbbbt, 2s.M, 
Gbbtbudb, 2t, 6d. 
The Eabl'8 DAuaHTBB, U, M, 
BxPBBiBirCB qf Libb, 2f. 6d. 
OlbtbHall, Si,M, 



ITOBS, Si, M, 

£ATEAniirB Abhtoh, 8«. 6d. 

Mabgabbt Pbboitax, 6«. 

LAVBTOV PAB80VAOB, 4f. 6d, 
TJB8X7LA.4f.6d. 



STOBIES and TALES. By E. M. Sbwell. Ck>mpri8ing: — Amy 
Herbert i Gertrude ; The Earl's Daughter : The Experience of Life ; 01e?e 
Hall; Ivors; Katharine Ashton; Margaret Perdval; Laneton Parsonage t- 
and Ursula. The Ten Works, complete in Eight Volumes, crown Sto. boona 
in leather, and contained in a Box, price 4&t, 

A Glimpse of the World. By the Author of < Amy Herbert' Fop. 7«. td. 
The Journal of a Home Life. By the same Author. Post Sto. 9«. 6d. 
After Life ; a Sequel to ' The Jonmal of a Home Life.' Price I0«. ed. 

UNCLE PETEB*S PAIB7 TALE for the NINETEENTH CENmiBT. 

Edited by , E. M. Sewbll, Author of ' Amy Herbert/ Ac. Pep. 8to. 7«. sd. 
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THE GIAHT ; A Witch's Story for English Boys. By the same 
Author and Editor. Fop. Svo. price 6t. 

WOHDEBFUL 8T0BIES from NOBWAT, SWEDEN, and ICELAHD. 
Adapted and arranged by Julia Goddaxd. With an Introduotonr Essay 
hy the Bey. G. W. Cox, li A., and Six Woodcuts. Square post Sva 6ff. 

A VISIT to KT DISCOHTEHTEB COUSIH. Reprinted, with some 
Additions, from Fratei't MagoMine. Crown Sro. price 7«. 6d. 

BECEEB*8 0ALLU8; or, Roman Scenes of the Time of Aagnstns: 
with Notes and Excursuses. New Edition. Post 8vo. 7«. M, 

BECEEB*S CHABICLE8; a Tale iliostrative of Private life among the 
Ancient Greeks: with Notes and Excursuses. New Edition. Post 8to.7«.6<I. 

CABINET EDITION of NOVELS and TALES by G. J. Whttb 
Melyillb :— 



The Gladiatobs, Is. 
DiGBY Gband, 6«. 
Kate Coventbt, 5.". 
Gbbbbal Bovhcb, 5«. 



HoLMBT HonsB, U. 
Goon/or Nothibg, 6f . 
The Quben's Mabieb, 6f . 

The iBTEBFBETEB, U, 



TALES of ANCIENT GBEECE. By Gborgb W. Cox, M.A. late 

Scholar of Trin. Coll. Oxon. Crown 8to. price 6f. M, 

A MANUAL of MYTHOLOGT, in the form of Question and Answer. 
By the same Author. Fcp. 8<. 

OTTB CHILDBEN*S STOBT, by one of their Gossips. Br the Author 
of ' Voyafe en Zigzag,' * Pictures in Tyrol,' &c Small 4to. with Sixty Illus- 
trations by the Author, price lOf. 6d. 



Poetry and The Drama, 

THOMAS MOOBE'S POETICAL W0BE8, the only Editioiu contain- 

ing the Author's last Copyright Additions :— 
Cabibet Edition, 10 vols. fcp. 8va price 86<. 
Shambock Editiob, crown 8vo. price 3«. M. 
BuBT Editiob. crown 8vo. with Portrait, price 6*. 
LiBBABT Edition, medium Svo. Portrait and Vignette, Mb, 
People's Edition, square crown Sva with Portrait, Ac. Ito . ^d, 

MOOBE*S ntlSH MELODIES, MacUse's Edition, with 161 Steel PUtes 
from Original Drawings. Super-royal Svo. 81«. M, 

Miniature Edition of Moore's Irish Melodies with Macliae's De- 
signs (as above) reduced in Lithography. Imp. 18mo. 10s. 6ci. 

MOOBE'S LALLA BOOKH. Tenniel's Edition, with 68 Wood 
Engravings from original Drawings and other Illustrations. Fcp. 4to. 8U. 

SOUTHEY'S POETICAL WOBXS, with the Author's last Corrections 
and copyright Additions. Library Edition, in 1 voL medium Svo. with 
Portrait and Vignette, 14*. 

LAYS of ANCIENT BOME ; with Ivry and the Armada, By the 

Bight Hon. LoBD Macaulat. 16mo. 4t. M, 
Lord Macanlay's Lays of Ancient Borne. With 90 Illnstrations on 

Wood, from the Antique, ftt>m Drawings hy O. Schabv. Fcp. 4to. >1«. 

Miniature Edition of Lord Maoanlay*s Lays of Ancient Borne, 
with the Illustrations (as above) reduced in Lithography. Imp. 16mo.10i.6d. 
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GOLDSXITH'S POZTICAL WOSXS, with Wood Engrayings fnm 
Deiigiis by Members of the ETcnnre Olub. Imperial lemo. 7s. 9£ 

JOHH JEBHIirOHAirS JOTTBHAL. Pep. 8ya price 3s. 6d. 

P0E1C8 OF BTOOKS TSAB8. Edited by the Author of 'Amy 

Herbert/ Ac. 7cp. 8vo. price 68, 

POEMS. By Jban Inqelow. Fifteenth Edition. Ecp. 8to. ff«. 

ETTCHABI8 ; a Poem. By F. Reginald Stathah (Francis Reynolds), 
Author of ' Alice Buahton, and other Poems ' Imd ' OUpliyra, and. oiher 
Poems.' Pep. 8vo. price 8f. Qd, 

P0EK8 by Jean Ingelow. With nearly 100 Dlnstrationa by Emiaent 
Artists, engraved on Wood by the Brothers.DALSZBL. Pep. 4to. aiA 

The MAB WAB PLANET, and other POEMS. By William 
HowiTT, Author of ' Visits to Bemarkable Pkraes,' Ac Pop. 8ro. price fie 

M0P8A the PAIBT. By Jban Imoblow. Pp. 256, witih Eight 
Illustrations engraved on Wood. Pop. 8vo. 6i. 

A STOBT of BOOM, and other Poems. By Jbav Ingblow. Third 

Edition. Pcp.5<. 

W0BX8 by EBWABB YABBLET:— 

Paittastic Stobibs. Pop. S8.Qd, 

MELusimi and otheb Poems. Pep. St, 

Ho&ACB's Odbs, translated into English Verse. Grown 8vo. 0#. 

SUPPLEMEBTABY SlOBIES and POEMB. Pop.8«.6<l. 

BOWBLEB'S PAMILT 8HAK8PEABE, cheaper Gennine Editions. 
Medium 8vo. large type» with 86 Woodoutb, price 14s, Oabhiet EditioD, 
with the same Illubtbatiobs, 6 vols. fcp. St, 6d. each. 

EOBATII OPEBA, Pocket Edition, with careftUly corrected T^zt, 
Marginal Eeferences, and Introduction* Edited by the Ber. J. B. 
Tovgb, MJL Square ISmo. 4f. 6d. 

EOBATII OPEBA. Library Edition, with Marginal References and 
English Kotes. BditedbytheBev. J. E.Tovgb. 8vo.ai«. 

The XBEIB of TIBOIL Translated into English Verse. By Johh 
OoBiVGTOB, MA. Kew Edition. Crown 8vo. 9s. 

ABTTHBms OAMI, siye Mosarom Cantabrigienmnm Lnsos canorL 
Oollegit at<iiie edldit H. Bbxtbt, MA. Bditio 8erta» ouzavit H. J. MaDBBOM» 
M.A. Crown 8vb. 7«. 6<f. 

E1THTIK0 SOHOS and MISCELLAHEOVS YSBSSS. Bj B. E. 

Egbbtov Wasbubtob. Second Edition. Pep* 8^0. 6f. 



Rural Sports^ &^. 

ENCYOLOPJBBIA of BUBAL SPOBTS; a complete Account, Hiato- 

ri<»l, PrMtl<?al. and Descriptive, of Hunting, Shooting, Pishing. Tt^^^ 
and aU other Bun^ and Athletic Sports and Pastimes. By dTr ftuSS 
With above 600 Woodcuts (20 firom Designs Iqr Johb Lbboh). StoTs^ 
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The DEAD SHOT, or Sportsman's Complete Guide ; a Treattse on . 
the Use of the Gun. Dogi>breph]d»g. Pigeon-shootiiig, Ao. By MABEjilffATff* 
Kevised Edition. Fop. 8ve.. with rlates, S«. 

The FLT.FISESR*8 SHTOKOLOGT. Bj Alfbxd Bmaldb. With 
oolouredi Representations of the Natural and Artificial Insect. Sixth 
Edition :witn 20 coloured Plates. 8T0.14f. 

A BOOK on ANGLING ; a complete Treatise on the Art of Angling 
in eyery branch. By Psakois Fravcis. Second Edition, with Fortrail 
and 16 other Plates, plain and coloured* Post 8vo. 15*. 

The BOOK of the BOACH. By Gbbyillb Ywsoxell, of < The field.' 
Fcp. 8vo. price U. Mi 

WILOOCKrS 8EA-FISHEB1CAN; comprising the Chief Methods of 
Hook and line Fishing in the British and other Seas, a Glance at Nets, 
and Bemarks on Boats ^and Boating. Second Edition, enlarged ; with 80 
Woodcuts. Post 870. 12«. 6<2. 

H0B8ES and STABLES. By Colonel F. Fitzwtobaic, XV. the King's 
Hussars. With Twenty-four Plates of Illustrations, contahiing very 
numerous Figures engraved on Wood. 8vo.l5«. 

The EOBSE'S FOOT, and HOW to KEEP IT SOUND. By W. 

MmtB, Esq. Ninth Edition, with Illustrations. Imperial 8yo. 12t. 6d. 

A PLAIN TREATISE on HOBSE-SEOEING. By the same Anihor. 
Sixth Edition. Post 8vo. with Bluatratioos, St. ad. 

STABLES and STABLE-FITTINGS. By the same. Imp. Sto. with 

18 Plates, 16t. 
BEXABES on HOBSES' TEETH, addretted to Fntchasers. Qy the 

same. Post 8yo.U.6<f. 
BOBBINS'S CAYALBT CATEOHISK, or Xnstmetions on Cavalry 

Exerdse and Field Hoyements, Brinde Movements, Out-post Duty,Oavahry 

supporting Artilleiy, Artillery attached to Gavalry. 18mo.(«« 

BLAINE'S 7BTEBINABY ABT ; a Treatise on the Anatomy, Fhyd- 
dogy, and Curative Treatment of the Diseases of the Horse, Neat Ghttle 
andSheep. Seventh Edition, revised and enlarged l)yO.ST]isXkMJU(XT.8J<. 
8vo. with Plates and Woodcuts. ISt, 

The HOBSE: with a Treatise on Draught. Bj Willum Youjkxr. 
New Edition, revised and enlarged. 8vo. with numerous Woodcuts, 12s. M, 

The DOG. By the same Anthon 8yo. with nnmerons Woodcnts, 6s. 

The DOG in HEALTH and DISEASE. By Stohbhekgs. WUh 70 

Wood Engravings. Square crown 8vo. 10s. 6ci. 

The GBEYHOUND. B/ SronxHiiNGB. Bevised Edition, witii 24 
BMrtralts of Greyhounds. Square drown 8vo. lOi. 6d. 

The OX ; his Diseases and their Treatment: with an Essay on Parturi- 
tion in the Cow. By J. B. DOBSO v. Crown 8vo. with lUustranons, 7«. 6d. 



Works of Utility and General Information. 

The THXOBT and PI^QTICE ot SAHXING. By fi. D, Maolbod, 
MJLBarrister-at-Law. Meond Edition, entirely iremodeUed. Svds. 8vo. 80s. 
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A DIOnONABY, Practical, Theoretical, and Hiatorical, of Com- 
meroe and Oommerdal KaTigation. Br J. S. ICOullooh. New and 
thoroughly reriied Edition. 8to. price 6m. doth, or 70f. half-bd. in maaia. 

The LAW of NATIONS Considered as Independent Political Commu- 
nities. By Shr Tbaysbs Twiss, D.OJj. 2 vols. Sro. 80t.; or separately, 
Pabt L Peao0,12i, Pabt XL War, ISt. 

The OABINST LAWTEB ; a Popular Digest of the Laws of England, 
OiTil, Orimtnal, and Constitutional: intended for Praotioal Use and 
Generallnformation. Twenty-third Bdition. Fop. 8to. price 7s. Sd. 

PSWTNEB'S OOMPBSHBNSIVE SPEOIFISB ; A Guide to the 

Practical Specification of every kind of Building-Artificers' Work: with 
Forms of Building Conditions and Agreements, an Appendix, Foofe-Notes, 
and a copious Index. Edited by W.Touiro, Architect. Crown 8vo. price 6t. 

The LAW BXLATINO to BENEFIT BVILDINO 80CIETIB8; with 
Practical Obsenrations on the Act and all the Cases decided thereon ; also a 
Form of Rules and Forms of Mortgages. By W. Tidd Pbatt, Barrister. 
Second Edition. Fcp.8s. 6d. 

00LLIEBIE8 and COLLIEBS : a Handbook of the Law and Leading 
Cases relating thereto. By J. C. Fowlbb, of the Inner Temple, Barrister. 
Second Edition. Fop. 8vo. 7s. M. 

The KATEBNAL MANAOEXENT of CHILDEEN in HEALTH and 
Disease. By Thokas Bull, M.D. Fcp. 6s. 

HINTS to MOTHEBS on the XANAOEXENT of their HEALTH 

during the Period of Pregnancy and in the Lying-in Boom. By the late 
Thokas Bull, MJ). Fcp. 6s. 

HOW to NT7BSE SICK CHILDBEN; containine Directions which 
may be found of senrioe to all who have charge of the i oung. By Chablbs 
Wbst, M.D. Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo. Is. Qd. 

NOTES on LTINO-IN INSTITT7TI0NS ; with a Proposal for Orga- 
nising an Institution for Training Midwives and Midwifery Nurses. By 
Flobbvce NiOHTiirOALB. With several (Uustratious. 8vo. price 7s. ed. 

NOTES on HOSPITALS. Bj Flobbnob Niohtinoalb. Third Edi- 
tion, enlarged ; wi^ 18 Plans. Post 4to. 18s. 

CHESS OPENINGS. By F. W. Longman, Balliol College, Oxford. 
Fcp. 8vo. 2s. Qd, 

A PBACTICAL TBEATISE on BBEWING ; with FormolsB for Public 
Brewers, and Instructions for Private Families. By W. Black. 8to. 10s. ed, 

XODEBN COOEEBY for PBIVATE FAMILIES, reduced to a System 
of Basy Practice in a Series of carefully-tested Receipts. By Eliza Acton. 
Newly revised and enlarged Edition; with 8 Plates of Figures and 160 
WooocutH. Fop. 6s. 

WILLICH'S P0PT7LAB TABLES, for ascertaining, according to the 
Carlisle Table of Mortality, the value of Lifehold. Leasehold, and Church 
Property, B«newal Fines, Reversions, &c. Seventh Edition, edited by 
MoNTAOUB Mabbiott, Barrister-at-Law. Post 8vo. price 10s. 

XATTNDEB'S TBEAST7BT of KNOWLEDGE and LIBEABY of 

Reference: comprising an English Dictionary and Grammar, Universal 
Gazetteer, Classical Bictionanr, Chronology, Law Dictionary, a Synopsis 
of the Peersge, useful Tables^ &c. Revised edition. Fcp. Svo. price 6e. 
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